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LIVE D.J.’S AND MORE... 


SUNDAY, MAY 4th 


AT PEARL STREET, "+ FEATURING 


THE FASHION POTATOES ‘a 
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DIMENSIONAL 


RECORDS .0.Box 923 Northampton,Ma. 01060 Bookings: 617-423-6433 


One day in the early 1970’s | accompanied a cer- 
tified Famous Person to lunch at Joe’s Pizza. 
Back in New York, she couldn’t go anywhere 
without finding herself beset by vampires and 
sycophants. She had chosen Joe’s (instead of 
what passed for a ‘‘good’’ restaurant in Nor- 
thampton in those days) because she wanted the 
experience of going into a pizza joint and hav- 
ing lunch like a regular human being. 


This was a revelation to me, since I’d always 
wanted to be famous, and it had never crossed 
my mind that fame could turn out to be a pain 
in the butt. 


How badly did | want to be famous? Let me il- 
lustrate. When | was in college one of my old high 
school girlfriends ritually slaughtered her infant 
child, and was consequently the subject of a 
thirteen-state personhunt. When they caught her 
there were banner headlines in all the papers. 
Even though | was properly horrified at her crime, 
appalled that madness could have undone her 
so early in life, | clearly recollect feeling a twinge 
of envy at those headlines. She had made it big, 
and here | was still a lousy college student. 


We don’t have too many Famous People here in 
the Valley. Cosby doesn’t count — he comes 
here just to be nowhere. There are some people 
nationally famous in their fields, particularly in 
academia and the arts, and I’m sure they get 
pestered plenty on the phone and in the mail. But 
they can go out to Wendy’s and eat Costa Rican 
beef in peace if they desire. What we have here 
is something sillier. What we have here is Valley 
Fame. | 


You don’t have to do anything noteworthy to at- 
tain this exalted state. Just living here too long 
is enough. Because of the geographically bound- 
ed nature of life in a valley, you tend in time to 
meet hundreds and hundreds of others who live 
in the same bowl. Sure, there are cases where 
people are simply on different “frequencies,” and 
can live here forever without meeting. But as they 
change and develop, they may operate on 
several frequencies, each introducing a new 
heap of acquaintances. 


Take Valley-Famous Buddy Rubbish, winner of. 


the Advocate poll as Best Disc Jockey. Rubbish 
has at various times been not only a deejay, but 
a video person, clubowner, bartender, lead 
singer, comedian, emcee and god knows what 
else. Now suppose Rubbish has to go downtown 
to make three quick stops — bank, stationary and 
record store. Say it’s a busy Saturday afternoon 
in NoHo, and that pedestrian traffic beloved of 
our merchants is viscous as the trail of a snail. 
Between the bank and the stationer’s, Rubbish 
runs into: 1) somebody that just went to Comedy 
Crunch and had a good time and wants to tell 
him; 2) somebody whose request he failed to play 
on his radio show; 3) somebody he owes money; 
4) a former roommate; 5) some fruitbat from 
Dadavision; 6) a neighbor from Leeds who wants 
to discuss weather and zoning; 7) a politico 
mounting a petition drive; 8) an usher from a wed- 
ding Rubbish videotaped the previous year; 9) the 
shortfielder from a softball game Rubbish 
videotaped in 1983; 10) four souses who used 
to slump over the bar at the 1704 in 1980 when 
he worked there; 11) six friends of his lover’s 
children; 12) nine people he knows he knows but 
can’t remember from where. 


Now if you’ve had your stopwatch out, you’ll know 
that Rubbish’s quick trip to town is already an 


hour and a half old, and he still hasn’t made it 


to Dynamite. He’ll be lucky if he escapes at all 
before someone drags him into Sheehan’s into 
the grip of another whole flotilla of gladhanders. 


The part of the human brain reserved for 
remembering names can only hold about two 
hundred and seventy-eight. Valley Fame is a 
State of perennial embarrassment at forgetting 
what to call somebody. There are techniques 
(probably similar to those used by actual Famous 
People) to deal with that — waiting for a clue, 
hoping a third party will give it away, or praying 
for a miracle of memory. Several hours every 
week are spent feeling bad about this, or still try- 
ing to come up with a name from several days 
ago. 


If being a middle-sized frog in a small pond is this 


much trouble, imagine how it is for the big frogs, 


no matter what size their pond is. They must be 
driven into a kind of exile, an endless quest for 
solitude and space. What remedies are there for 
these unfortunate celebrities? 


The most readily available is the perennial choice 
of stars, the Foldable Hamster Head. This device 
fits into the breast pocket of an overcoat or the 
smallest handbag, and can be activated in a mat- 
ter of seconds. Who would bother to talk to a 
huge vertical hamster? People have of course 
caught onto this device long ago, and often the 
mere sight of a giant hamster in a public place 
will cause a commotion, along with attempts to 


rip off the head and see who’s underneath. Many ~ 


traditional users of hamster-heads have switch- 
ed to guaranteed turn-off products, like the 
Jeanne Kirkpatrick body stocking. 


An onion extract may be smeared around the 
eyes, producing quarts of tears, on the assump- 
tion that people hesitate to pester someone who 
is openly weeping. Again, this device has already 
been found out, so that many people now rush 
up to anyone they see crying in public. Too bad. 


No solution, in other words, is foolproof. Why is 
there such a huge Food Mart in Greenfield, for 
example? Waldbaum’s apparently built it on the 
assumption that it would draw shoppers from 
Amherst and Northampton who found the extra 
hour’s drive preferable to the extra two hours of 
conversation. There is some sense in this. Ex- 
cept that now so many Valley Famous shop there 
that they wind up talking to each other and los- 
ing the time anyway. 


No, the only infallible solution is to move to Butte, 
where no one knows anyone, and the Valley 
Famous have the pleasure of growing old in 
boredom and isolation. The only other solution 
would be to discover a phrase so devastating as 
to stop all conversation. Buddy Rubbish, for ex- 
ample, has one of these. He looks ’em straight 
in the face and says, ‘‘l love ya baby. Call me, 
let’s have lunch.”’ No deadlier weapon has ever 
been devised. 


David Lenson 


MARK BROWN 


OH NO! NOHO! 5 


LOCAL HEROES 


5 OH NO! NOHO! 


There are all kinds of heroes in these Parts. The 
ones trumpeted below were selected by the staff 
of OH NO! NOHO! in the smoke-filled back room 
Of a certain bar, justas you probably suspected. 
We knew right from the start that an exhaustive 
list would be impossible, SO we gathered a hun- 
dred or so nominations and argued the total 
down into the thirties. 


What criteria did we use? We wanted to cite peo- 
Ple who’ve made and are continuing to make 
outstanding long-term contributions to Valley 
Civilization. With a couple of exceptions, we 
shied away from those who have already receiv- 
ed a great deal of recognition, or whose success 
has nothing Particularly to do with their residence 
here. 


Each hero was Offered an ©pportunity to 
nominate a local hero of her or his own. Some 
declined, but others came up with fascinating 
choices. Is your hero missing? Drop us a line and 
tell us. We’ll be doing this again. 


SusAN Boss 


Susan Boss is a visual artist whose “‘larger than 
life’’ aesthetics dominate a mixed-media ap- 
proach to art and life. She considers herself an 
idea-motivated artist, and tries to allow the con- 
cept to dictate the choice of materials and scale. 
Boss is the creator of several costumed 
characters, female heroic figures of her own im- 
agination, and in their personae confronts the au- 
dience with her presence. Recently Boss has 
been working on a second generation of ritualistic 
figures exhibited at the New England Biennial last 
June, and collaborating as artist-in-residence with 
children in area schools. Concern for and involve- 
ment with the real world and the environment are 
recurring themes in her work. 


Nominated by Susan Boss: Karin Giusti, sculptor 
of Springfield. ‘Karin Giusti is a brave and 
creative artist. She exhibits innovative work of ex- 
tremely high quality ona grand and heroic scale. 
Her commitment to her work is commendable, 
and her kindness to others is without bounds.” 


~ Casa LATINA 


Casa Latina is a non-profit corporation whose 
basic service is to help the Latin-American 
population in this area to overcome cultural bar- 
riers. Casa Latina offers language classes, help 
in seeking employment, and counseling for in- 
coming Latinos, most of whom are from Puerto 
Rico. “We help to get them through the 
bureaucracy,” says Domingo De Jesus, direc- 
tor of the program. Casa Latina also promotes 


. Cultural events for the entire community, “‘bring- 


ing people together through the sharing of 
music.” They have also advocated better, affor- 
dable housing and employment training pro- 
grams, and they offer a Functional Spanish 
course for non-Hispanic people interested in 
Latino culture. 


Nominated by Domingo De Jesus: Mike Kirby of 
the Hampshire Community Action Committee, an 
Outreach worker for Florence Heights who has 
“developed a relationship with the tenants that 
is exemplary.” Also “‘Don”’ Mike Lopez (recently 
deceased) and his wife Providencia Maldonado, 
both “involved, natural workers.”’ “‘Don’”’ Mike 
was a Notary Public who helped the Latino com- 
munity with their taxes, and was a ““green-thumb 
advocate”’ at Casa Latina. 


Bos CiLMAN 


Inside Northampton’s Council on Aging there is 
an office with the title “Recreation” above the 
door. This is where Bob Cilman spends his after- 
noons as Special Programs Director, working on 
such projects as funding for the Young At Heart 
Chorus, or, along with Sister Dorothy Boland, 
helping to coordinate films for SSH (Self-Help for 
the Hard of Hearing). At noontime, you'll find him 


' at the Walter Salvo House where Bob is site 


director of the community lunch program. Bob 
has been the creative force behind many of Nor- 
thampton’s community projects and programs 
since he came to the area in 1976. In 1977 he 
worked at the Northampton Neighborhood 
Center, where he organized a bilingual film series 
which brought films to area housing projects. 
Later, he was involved with an arts coalition to 
Save the Roundhouse as a Space for theatre and 
performing arts, (excellent foresight on their 
part!). Bob also worked on The Northampton 
Herald, a local newspaper which looked at Nor- 
thampton with the blend of humor and 
Seriousness that Bob is well known for. 


In his six years of working with Northampton’s 
elderly community, Bob is perhaps best known 
for his role as co-director, with Judith Sharpe, of 
The Young At Heart Chorus. The Chorus, form- 
ed in 1982, is a musical troupe of senior citizens 
that has performed with such different talents as 
No Theatre and various elementary school 
choruses. In fact, Bob’s gift to this community lies 
in his ability to bring together diverse groups of 
people in the name of fun and community spirit. 
Does anybody remember the Punka-Polka of 
1980, featuring the likes of local musical greats. 
The Scientific Americans and The Chet Dragon 
Orchestra? Another shining moment in the career 
of Bob Cilman as community fun-raiser. 


Nominated by Bob Cilman: Author and book ar- 
tist Michael Kasper, as the brains behind The 
Northampton Herald. 


FRANCES CROWE 


The name Frances Crowe has become a key 
word in the Peace Movement in Western 
Massachusetts — and internationally. Ms. Crowe 
is the Community Representative for the 
American Friends Service Committee, a peace 
organization whose local branch she operates out 
of her home. At 65, Ms. Crowe’s sincerity and 
faith in the peace movement are inspirational. 
She’s been arrested over 17 times in attempts 
to make her message heard. ‘‘The older | get, 
the more involved | get,’’ she says. She is quick 
to point out that her rally for peace is by no means 
single-handed. She and the Western Mass AFSC 
have been a constant in bringing world issues to 
a local level: from the campaign to place the 
Freeze on the 1980 ballot, to consistent work at 
local colleges to promote divestiture from South 
Africa, to their present work with refugees from 
Central America. ‘‘We’ll always be here to help 
people,” she says. 


Nominated by Frances Crowe: Michael 
Holroyde, a valve salesman ‘‘who sells peace 
on the side.’’ Mr. Holroyde’s job was threatened 
because of his political activity. “Not many peo- 
ple have taken the risks Michael has,’’ Ms. Crowe 
says. He is also active in the Disarmament Work- 
ing Group, an organization which seeks to 
publicize peace. 


TOBEY 


Roy FAUDREE AND SHEENA SEE 


On Valentine’s Day 1986, Northampton’s No 
Theatre reached the ripe old age of twelve. The 
group’s prime movers Roy Faudree and Sheena 
See look forward to their thirteenth year predic- 
ting a wealth of rebellious post-adolescent 
theatre. They consider being selected as local 
heroes a flattering and dubious honor. ‘‘We do 
what interests us. What’s heroic about that?” 
Entertaining an audience is important to them. 
Of equal importance is creating theatre that is 
watched differently than traditional classical 
theatre, a form they liken to the dinosaur in its 
relevance to modern audiences. A list of their pro- 
ductions include such modern epics as Cat on 
a Hot Tin Roof and Who’s Afraid of Virginia 
Woolf?, and collaborations with young upstarts 
like Dadavision and Rick Hack. The bedrock of 
their oeuvre, however, are Mr. Faudree’s plays. 
Among these are DFS, The Elephant Man, I.C. 
Men, and the continually changing Last Resort. 
Rave reviews and sellout crowds greeted a re- 
cent incarnation of Last Resort when they travell- 
ed to San Francisco: Yet another version of this 
piece will be performed during the month of 
March in New York City’s Performing Garage. 
Aside from their own productions they have 
brought new theatre here from other areas. Most 
recently they presented spellbinding performance 
monologist Spaulding Gray. In the near future 
they hope to welcome the Performing Garage’s 
Wooster Group to visit the area. With home town 
support and major city recognition Mr. Faudree 
and Ms. See admit to happiness with their pre- 
sent lot in life. They look forward to spending their 
lives in Northampton with regular sojourns to the 
world beyond. 


Nominated by Roy Faudree and Sheena See: 
Gordon Thorne, for his understanding of the 
need for artists to have a place_to work and 
flourish in, and his providing such a place. 


AL FULLER 


Al Fuller was already a popular Valley musician 
in the early 70’s with a band called Pendriff, 
(where he played guitar and flute!). But, as his 
single says, Al was ‘“‘Born To Wander,” and 
wander he did. Having already ‘‘wandered’”’ to 
Vietnam, in the mid-70’s he went to Europe and 
the American West, collecting folk songs and 
playing acoustic guitar. Returning in 1977, Fuller 
went back to work in the Valley, playing country 
and folk while helping to found and sustain the 
legendary Ambrosia Blues All-Stars and several 
of their spinoffs, including the Soc Hops and the 
Hotel Heartbreakers. He is now working in trio 
format with two other historic Valley stars: bassist 
Jerry Ellis (the last Elevator) and drummer Scott 
Richardson (the last Sci-Am). Through fifteen 
years of changing musical fashions, Fuller has 
constantly created new audiences for his work. 
He has remained true to the original idea of rock 
and roll — to go out and play as if every night 
were a special occasion. 


PAT HAYES 


GREGORY GILLESPIE 


Gregory Gillespie is an oil painter of extraordinary 
talent and ability. He is considered the leading 
member of the ‘Northampton Realists,”’ but 
“realism’’ does not accurately describe the scope 
of his creative vision. For Gillespie there is real- 
ly no fixed line between the real and the imagin- 
ed world. He follows his inner voice and fuses 
these worlds into hauntingly disturbing environs. 
Imaginary subjects become believable, and the 
real world takes on hallucinatory qualities. 
Gillespie has cited his involvement with the 
Traprock Peace Center as an important part of 
his life: The annual auction, in which he has had 
a pivotal role, has become a yearly source of 
funds for the center and a stage on which artists 
can demonstrate their own commitment to global 
peace. 


Nominated by Gregory Gillespie: Pat Schneider, 
playwright, poet and fiction writer. Founded the 
Writers’ Workshop in Amherst, where new writers 
meet to read and critique each other’s work. She 
is the publisher of Peregrine, a magazine which 
features the work of new writers. 


TOBEY 


DANA GENTES 


About the TV show Make Me Laugh! he once 
quipped, ‘‘This is my favorite show. It’s really 
stupid.” Perhaps it is just such appreciation of 
excellence that has put him in the limelight to- 
day. He has been called Maestro, Mastermind, 
Ringmaster and much less. On Sunday nights 
from 10 pm to 2 am on WMUA he is called simp- 
ly DNA. He is the man behind the curtain who 
spins the dials and pulls the levers that produce 
the weird wizardry of Dadavision. The Dadavision 
Dream: To be the best high-wire act on the fine 
line tightrope between entertainment and an- 
noyance. He does not take full credit/blame for 
the birth of this oddball potpourri. There were 
other rogues and scoundrels there at the begin- 
ning just as he has his co-conspirators today. It 
has been his lanky bespectacled frame, however, 
that has sat in the cockpit of this patchwork Fok- 
ker week in, week out for the last three years. The 
show has become something of a clearing-house 
for outre talent; musical, comedic and some 
things that are not easily classifiable. There have 
also been several live shows and unholy unions 
with various other ne’er-do-well artistes. The live 
shows have strayed as far as Springfield and 
Boston. The radio show receives contributions 
from Japan to Seattle. Some day Mr. Danger (as 
he is sometimes called) hopes to have all of 
Northampton listen to Dadavision and have his 
audience under mass hypnosis flush their toilets 
simultaneously, destroying the city’s water 
system. He then hopes to make a killing in the 
bottled water business. About finding himself 
considered a local hero he reflectively snorts, 
“It’s really stupid, but | respect the view of the 
people.’’ Dadavision’s second cassette compila- 
tion, entitled Dadavision’s Greatest Fits, is now 
available for public consumption. See the review 
in this issue. 


Nominated by Dana Gentes: Pajama Slave Dance 
monolith Daxe Rexford. 


Jorb! HEROLD 


After selling his ice cream recipe, Mr. Herold has 
brought more diverse music to the area than 
anyone, perhaps everyone else combined. For 
folk, blues, zydeco, comedy (local and interna- 
tional) and ‘‘new’’ music, he has gone out on 
more limbs than a drunken squirrel. His New 
Wave Cafe series has hosted such recent great 
shows as Alex Chilton, Frank Chickens, Beat 
Farmers, They Might Be Giants, Billy Bragg, 
Suzanne Vega, Jane Siberry, John Cale, Richard 
Hell... In short, he has made the Valley a more 
entertaining place to live. 


Nominated by Jordi Herold: ‘‘They don’t know 
each other, but Jim Olsen and David Sokol are 
a dynamic duo. Music director of WRSI and 
music editor of the Advocate, respectively, these 
two make sure Valley listeners aren’t spoon-fed 
the same old mass market pablum. Their efforts 
to support truly worthy music as it breaks onto 
the scene are a gift to all of us who live here.” 


TOBEY 
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HoLYOKE HEROES 


Although we can’t hope to highlight all of the pro- 
gressive developments which have occurred in 
Holyoke over the past five years, we'd like to of- 
fer a sample of some of the local heroes who have 
made it all possible. 


Orlando Isaza.is the Director of Community 
Development at the Crossroads Community 
Growth Center (a mental health facility). He ar- 
rived in Holyoke in 1982, by way of community 
work in the Boston area. He is originally from Col- 
ombia, and came to Boston to study at Brandeis. 
He is a founder of the Human Services Network, 
and works with Citizens for a Quality Environment 
and many other groups which advocate for 
underserved and underrepresented people, 
especially with regard to access and utilization 
of health services. Hispanic Institute president 
Kenneth Cote has described Isaza’s work as 
follows: ‘“‘He’s taken a lot of initiatives and is 
respected throughout the state.” 


When asked who his local hero is, lsaza was 
perplexed. “There are so many! Carlos Vega has 
been doing organizing and advocacy work in 
Holyoke for many years. And then there’s so- 
meone like Rebecca Morrison.” 


“She is just one of those people who have a style 
of serving that is quiet, collaborative and highly 
effective. She has a way of energizing people to 
take action.” Ms. Morrison is currently traveling 
in South America, sending occasional articles to 
the Transcript Telegram. 


True to his reputation for humility and diligence, 
Miguel Arce was obviously very uncomfortable 
with the notion of being described as a local hero. 
Yet he patiently answered questions over the 
phone (although he’d never heard of OH NO! 
NOHO!) late on Friday afternoon. Mr. Arce is the 
director of Nueva Esperanza (New Hope), a hous- 
ing and economic development agency, which 
perhaps more than any other single group is 
responsible for the complete about-face of Mayor 
Proulx and the city government in their policy 


toward Puerto Ricans. Under Mr. Arce’s highly’ 


respected direction, this group will continue to 
play a critical role in Holyoke’s development as 
a healthy, integrated city. 


But Mr. Arce quietly insists that the credit for this 
should go to people like Maria Singletary, who 
in 1982 was the plaintiff in the class action suit 
against the City of Holyoke, for discriminating in 
housing development. When it became apparent 
that as a result of this suit the city would lose an 
enormous amount of federal funding, the mayor 
and the city began to truly cooperate with local 
Hispanic leaders for the first time. Ms. Singletary 
is also active in the preservation of South 
Holyoke, and in police-community relations. She 
is a founder of Nueva Esperanza, and is the cur- 
rent President of the Board. 


These are just a few of Holyoke’s local heroes. 
And what is good for Holyoke is also good for the 
whole Valley. We in NoHo appreciate their suc- 
cesses, and the example they set. Felicitaciones 
y gracias. 


a 


Katy HOGAN 


lf Katy Hogan is true to her words, ““Shucks folks, 
I’m speechless,” when informed that she was a 


local hero, then this may be a first. Ms. Hogan | 


is a very outspoken comedian/actor who speaks 
in a hilarious blend of guts, soul, heart and brain 
(although not necessarily in that order). The fact 
that her efforts are being recognized pleases her, 
since her goal as a performer is to connect with 
people. She wants to make them laugh or think 
or feel. Acting and standup comedy are the same 
thing to her insofar as they are ritualistic attempts 
to remind audiences that they are alive. If these 
sound like lofty notions, beware. Her perfor- 
mances are earthy, engaging stews, thick with 
the meat and potatoes of comedy and spiced with 
hints of tragedy. This cuisinartist of creativity 
spews her material from a multitude of angles: 
personal, mundane, sexual and political. She has 
engendered controversy from diverse sources, 
as original thinkers often do. You can catch her 
act monthly at the Iron Horse’s Comedy Crunch 
or with the Playgroup, an aggregation of 
playwrights and performers she co-founded. Her 
message in a nutshell: ‘“We are alienated and 
scared of our culture and each other. Fuck "em 
if they can’t take a joke. Don’t believe everything 
you see is real just because it exists. Check it 
out.’”? Check her out. Nutshells aside, she’s got 
great delivery. Katy Hogan will share a double 
bill with Leo T. Baldwin on April 15 at the Iron 
Horse. 


Nominated by Katy Hogan: Mr. Five and Dime 
Tepper wherever he is, for a part of Northamp- 
ton that’s not so visible any more. 


SHOUL 


KENNY JOHNSON 


With thirteen years and four James Cotton LP’s 
behind him, with two platinum Steve Miller 
records on the wall, drummer Kenny Johnson has 


had enough career for many lifetimes. Yet he’s 
still a young man. He was the youngest musician 
pictured in Neff & Connor’s famous Blues picture- 
book. He was just twenty-three then, but it had 
already been nine years since Ike Turner called 
him up for his first appearance. He’s played with 
practically every blues immortal on earth — Bud- 
dy Guy, Junior Wells, Otis Spann — and with 
classic soul/funk acts like The Chi-Lites and 
Tyrone Davis. Besides carrying a wealth of blues 
history, he is now (as always) one hell of a drum- 
mer. He has a new dance band, Kasyopia, play- 
ing out in the vicinity. Here is an authentic blues 


hall-of-famer, living in Greenfield! 


Nominated by Kenny Johnson: Ed Vadas and 


Mitch Chakour, for staying good. 


re 


CLEMENS KALISCHER 


Clemens Kalischer is a freelance photographer, 
writer and gallery owner in Stockbridge. He is an 
active member of Zone and a sponsor of serious 
emerging artists. Kalischer does not exhibit any 
one particular style or look; his artists share a 
deep personal commitment and a willingness to 
experiment and take risks. Kalischer says of his 
work: “I do this because to me art is not a frill, 
pastime or entertainment, but a vital and essen- 
tial part of living. Creativity is one of the few an- 
tidotes to the latent, powerful, destructive tenden- 
cies that threaten: mankind.” 


Nominated by Clemens Kalischer: Gordon 
Thorne, of A.P.E., for maintaining a commercial- 
ly viable space for artists and performers. 


KIRK 
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SHOUL 


DANNY LANGOR 


Danny Langor’s a nice guy who’s been directly 
involved in helping people for all ten years he’s 
been living here. His list of contributions is 
lengthy, including work at the Northampton Can- 
ning Center, as a Residential Program Manager 
and a Mental Health Counselor. Presently he 
works at the Food Bank, an agency in Hadley 
which collects food from wholesalers and 
redistributes it to non-profit agencies in the area. 
“Food is a common denominator that affects 
everyone,” he says. The reason there isn’t 
enough food to go around “is basically a condi- 
tion of politics and discrimination, and it’s a 
shame.” Danny’s been actively involved in Nor- 
thampton politics, running for Councilor-at-Large 
and City Councilor in Ward 1. “Local politics is 
where it’s at,” he says. He’s recently been 
elected as a delegate to the State Democratic 
Convention. He’s a member of the Mass. Coali- 
tion for the Homeless, a member of the Mayor’s 
Handicapped Services Committee, and (the in- 
terviewer asks) a member of the human race? 
“That’s debatable,’ he says, ‘“You ought to see 
how | look in the morning.” 


Nominated by Danny Langor: Ernie and Vangie 
Wescott, who have run the Amherst Survival 
Center for ten years. The center provides 
emergency food and clothing to people who need 
them, and ‘“‘they’re doing a hell of a job,” in 
Langor’s words. 


ee eS SS 


Roppic LEPPZER 


“| make films to stir people up and give hope that 
we do have the power to change the world,” says 
independent filmmaker Robbie Leppzer, a resi- 
dent of the Pioneer Valley since 1976. Over the 
past ten years, Leppzer has directed and produc- 
ed numerous documentary films, videos and 
radio programs about peace and social justice 
which have been broadcast or distributed na- 
tionally. His latest film, Harvest of Peace (1985), 
explores the critical issue of war and peace in 
Central America through the experiences of a 
group of American volunteers harvesting cotton 
in Nicaragua. The film received national critical 
acclaim with its U.S. premiere this fall at the 
prestigious Telluride Film Festival in Colorado. 
Andrew Kopkind of The Nation called it ‘‘astrik- . 
ing evocation of Nicaragua’s struggle and a mov- 
ing expression of America’s best response.’’ In 
December, the film premiered internationally at 
the International Festival of New Latin-American 
Cinema, held annually in Havana, Cuba. 


TOBEY 


Bruce Mac MILLAN / NAT HEROLD 


Owning a bookstore! There's an idyllic dream, 
no? A life of peaceful contemplation in hushed 
leather-bound silence, secret as a museum? 
Forget it. Dealing with publishers and distributors, 
filling out endless forms, watching scuzzy money- 
cat-diet books outsell the masterworks of the 
ages, listening by the hour to yentas with no one 
else to corner — it sounds like a quick way to 
learn to hate literature, and curse Gutenberg to 
hell. But there are those who rise above the dai- 
ly horror to see their calling for what it is: a com- 
merce of knowledge and dreams. 


Bruce Mac Millan, proprietor of The Broadside 
Bookshop in Northampton, has offered his store 
for fiction and poetry readings for more than a 
dozen years. Similarly, Nat Herold of Amherst’s 
Goliard Bookshop has given book-signing parties 
for local authors of all kinds — poets, novelists, 
critics, unclassifiables. Both have carried and 
promoted the work of small publishers, and even 
paid them — without being asked! They have 
bought advertising in every ratcake “alternative”’ 
periodical to come down the Pike, including this 
one, so much do they believe in print. Both are 
genuine “‘minds open for business,” thoughtful 
and learned men whose value to the community 
transcends all easy categories. 


Nominated by Bruce Mac Millan: William 
Streeter, bookbinder and former proprietor of 
Harlow Leather, for his work with the Northamp- 
ton Historical Society, his role as a prime mover 
in the establishment of the Northampton Center 
for the Art, and his commitment to the preserva- 
tion and restoration of rare books. 
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ANNE MocHON 


Anne Mochon shies away from publicity since her 
famous two-year tenure battle with UMass, when 
a former Provost tried to override the faculty and 
fire-her. Feminist and devoted teacher, she pick- 
ed up right where she left off with none of the bit- 
terness that such a situation might have provok- 
ed: Well-known curator and critic, she has been 
active in helping women artists achieve recogni- 


tion. Mochon’s credits range from curating and ~ 


writing the catalogue for the first complete 
retrospective exhibit of German painter Gabrielle 
Munter (at the Busch-Reisinger Museum at Har- 
vard), to garnering support for the Hestia Mural 
Project in Northampton. More recently, she co- 
curated, with Judith Barter, ‘‘Rules of the Game: 
Culture Defining Gender’? at the Mead Art 
Museum, Amherst College. This exhibition ex- 
plored representations of gender difference, the 
ways that women’s and men’s roles have been 
depicted in art history. 


It is a fact of life that many people in the locai 
arts came out of U.Mass and stayed in the area. 
Many of us (including the four art department 
refugees on the staff of this rag) regard working 
with Anne as one of the high points of our 
educations. 


Nominated by Anne Mochon: Laura Holland, for 
her dedicated support of the local arts during her 
tenure as staff art critic for the Valley Advocate. 
Her fair and honest appraisals of the entire spec- 
trum of Valley arts and crafts, expressed in clear, 
precise prose, are sorely missed. 


TOBEY 


JouN MORRISON AND RICHARD PINI 


Both John and Richard were members of the 
now-defunct Amherst Film Co-op, and shared a 
love for cinema at a time when many of the local 
colleges did not have film programs. In 1976, they 
opened The Pleasant Street Theater in downtown 
Northampton, hoping to build audiences for films 
by unfamiliar directors. They survived a nearly 
disasterous first year, and established the theater 
as a well-known venue for American and foreign 
art films. Over the years they have shown lesser- 
known and major works of significant filmmakers 


’ such as Robert Bresson, Jean-Luc Godard, 


Robert Altman and Merchant-lvory. Here many 
long-term Valley residents had their first glimp- 
se of the French New Wave, or of long-buried 
works of Film Noir. 


The theater has also played an important role in 
premiering the work of numerous local and in- 
dependent filmmakers who have not received na- 
tional distribution. John and Richard have taken 
a lot of risks as businessmen, and their audiences 
have benefited from the opportunity to view films 
that were not ‘‘safe bets.” They’ve opted to show 
provocative and controversial films despite 
pressure from particular groups to censor them. 
The theater has also been the site of many 
benefits and fundraisers for political causes, as 
well as home to the Valley Independent Cinema. 


John and Richard should be congratulated for — 


high visibility in the theater itself, where one or 
both of them can usually be found in the lobby 
for conversation or debate. The theater has a 
comfortable atmosphere that encourages the en- 
thusiasm for film which John and Richard share. 


KEN MoSAKOWSKI 


On Monday evenings at 6:00, WMUA features 
FOCUS, an hour long guest-talk show. Starting 
out with Jack Fitzpatrick back in their 
undergraduate days at U.Mass, Ken Mosakowski 
has been hosting the show since October of 
1968. Reminiscing, he said they began “‘guided 
only by a sense of justice.” In the late 60’s and 


‘the 70’s they did draft counseling on the air, and 


in 1971 a breakthrough program on Gay Rights. 


Today, he is still working hard to bring attention 
to what is not generally covered by the rest of the 
media. In the early 80’s, the focus was on Cen- 
tral American issues, and demonstrating that 
people were being killed with American 

tax dollars. Still motivated by the irresponsiblity 
of the mainstream media, in 1986 one of the 
show’s prime concerns is A.|.D.S., defocusing 
the sensationalism and educating the public. 
Guests are a widely varied lot, who each week 
bring their own concerns to the show. Their con- 
versations with Ken are worth listening in on. 
Tune in. 


Nominated by Ken Mosakowski: Donna Crabtree 
of the Amherst Housing Authority, for her efforts 
to raise money for low income housing, her quiet, 
methodical and effective ways of serving as a 
’real advocate;’ and Linda Smith, of the Rent 
Control Study Commission for her perseverence 
and humor. 


Danby NEIL 


In this countryish Valley, far from anything 
resembling a metropolis, there is one of the 
greatest funk radio programs on the air. 
Anywhere! Neil Grant has been a member of The 
Black Mass Communications Project on WMUA 
for six years, and in that capacity has piloted the 
station through the rapidly changing world of 
Black music. Here we are treated to the most up- 
to-the-minute sounds of urban life and culture, 
making our province that much less provincial. 
A master dj whose seamless mixes are models 
for every other spinner in town, Neil helped found 
the BMCP All-Stars, taking the act out of the 
studio and into clubs and ballrooms. He has also 
actively recruited and tutored new talent for 
BMCP, which helps to account for its high stan- 
dards throughout the unavoidable flux of student- 
run radio. Modest and low-keyed, Daddy Neil is 
aptly named: his child is great radio. 


New WorLD 
THEATRE ENSEMBLE 


New World Theatre Ensemble is a richly cross- 
cultural program that stages original productions 
and also brings in visiting artists from all over the 
world. Roberta Uno Thelwell, the artistic direc- 
tor, told us that although the program was started 
in 1979, the Ensemble itself is only three years 
old. In that time it has grown from an initial size 
of 7 to its present 60. By way of its visitors, New 
World Theatre offers master classes and public 


workshops on technical aspects of theatre, as ~ 


well as lectures on theatre and politics, including 
such subjects as theatre in South Africa. In 
March, the Ensemble staged Shango Deima by 
Pepe Carril, a Yoruban folk opera, and in April 
will hold a commemoration of Lorraine Hansberry 
with a new production of her play To Be Young, 
Gifted and Black. 


Nominated by Roberta Uno Thelwell: Fred Tillis, 
Director of the Fine Arts Center at UMass. A com- 
poser who had a new work produced last sum- 
mer by the New England Conservatory, Tillis has 
been largely responsible for the rich programm- 
ing in the arts that has distinguished UMass in 
recent times. He has fought to maintain in- 
novative approaches such as the Jazz in July 
series and the New World Theatre. 


NORTHAMPTON YOUTH CENTER 


The Northampton Youth Center is a non-profit 
organization that’s been serving Hampshire 
County kids for 13 years. It’s the only place in 
town where kids from 12-19 can drop in to hang 
out, play pool and video games. The center also 
provides crisis counseling and emotional and 
legal support. “‘It’s difficult to combat the com- 
munity attitude that the center is just a spot for 
troubled teenagers,’ said Graciela Lechon, 
director of the Center. ‘‘These kids are wonder- 
ful. Sure, they have some problems, but they’re 
basically good... and the resilience they have 
despite their problems is inspirational.”’ The 
Center is staffed by volunteers and interns, “peo- 
ple who want to work here,’’ Ms. Lechon said. 
All services are free except for the one-dollar ad- 
mission to the popular Friday and Saturday night 
dances. . 


Nominated by Graciela Lechon: The Northamp-, 
ton Honor Court, an organization helping) 
recovering alcoholics. ‘Steve’ from the Honor 
Court has been “particularly helpful with our 
dances. It takes a lot to staff a Friday evening with 
loud music.”’ 
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RICHARD O’BRIEN 


Richard O’Brien believes in taking poetry and the 
poet to the streets. He speaks of poetics, voices, 
love, hate and pain. His poetic concerns roam 
freely from the infinitesimal to the global to the 
universal. One might be tempted to say Mr. 
O’Brien lives a textbook example of a poet’s life, 
if there were such a thing. Words like romantic, 
reflective, eccentric, Bohemian, intense, obser- 
vant and passionate spring to mind. These 
characterizations would most likely be deemed 
superfluous by the man, since he holds to the no- 
tion that the poet is there in all of us. He views 
the experience of living as part of the labor of be- 
ing a poet, and finds the sources of poetry 
everywhere, Surprises and births occur inex- 
haustibly in the language. His readings are per- 
formances with the poems coming off the page 
an imperative. Each reading is unique, as much 
a function of the environment and the audience 
as the poem and the poet. He is involved with 
something he calls The Group Poem, a weekly 
meeting of poets and musicians. Everyone who 
attends these events becomes a part of The 
Group Poem. Mr. O’Brien put on a performance 
a few years back at the old New England 
Telephone Company office on Pleasant Street. 
The performance involved wrapping himself in 
chains and singing ‘“‘Reach Out and Touch So- 
meone.”’ The phone company was so moved 
they had the police take him away. When asked 
about this occurrence he responded, after some 
thought, that he was closer to the kitchen now. 


Nominated by Richard O’Brien: Ron Atkinson, 
friend and fellow poet who shares O’Brien’s en- 
thusiasm for and commitment to the poetic arts. 


CATHY PORTUGES 


Fighting for change inside a large institution can 
be as frustrating as trying to sprint through a 
maze. Catherine Portuges, trained in French and 
Comparative Literature, has guided the Univer- 
sity’s Women’s Studies Program from birth to 
maturity. Forced to do battle in the morass of 
academic politics, she has refused to allow 
dozens of setbacks or thousands of hours of 
dreary meetings to erode her idealism and 
humor, or her gift for teaching. Because of her, 
new generations will be able to enter the limitless 
field of Women’s Studies without first having to 
battle for legitimacy. Few academicians have had 
to cultivate so much courage, patience and 
tenacity simply in order to pursue their interests. 
Known nationally as an authority in her field, con- 
sulted even by The New York Times, she has 
recently co-authored a book on Feminist 
Pedagogy, combining her skills as a critic and 
teacher. 


A.T. PURSEGLOVE 


A white sign on Route 9 modestly announces The 
Band Shop, and in the basement of the ranch 
house behind it A.T. Purseglove presides over 
a wilderness of pads, valves, cork and rubber — 
things that keep saxes wheezing and trombones 
blubbering. There is also the organ where 
Purseglove used to prepare silent movie accom- 
paniments for the Pleasant St. Theatre, or do his 
scores for Brendhan Stecchini films. Although 
he’s retired, (‘‘I’d still be doing it except we ran 
out of movies’’), he single-handedly kept this art 
form alive for one more generation to hear. Now 
a spry 80, Purseglove is anything but retired. He’s 
written a manual on saxophone repair, and is at 
work on his second science fiction novel (featur- 
ing dinosaurs), with texts and illustrations produc- 
ed on his big Tandy computer. 


THE PAJAMA 
SLAVE DANCERS 


This band heroically lives the irreverence that this 
magazine flirts with and this town can only im- 
agine. They’ve grown from a punk band to a 
mock-punk band, and when labeled a “‘rubber- 
chicken band”’ they grew into a mock-rubber- 
chicken band. They have gone on to sell more 
records internationally than any other local artists, 
and all the time, in the face of improvement, they 
have scoffed (or mock-scoffed). 


GLAVEN 


KATHERINE SANDERSON 


Katherine Sanderson, Director of The Dance 
Gallery in Northampton, has chosen to speak 
about heroics: “‘Hero, schmeero. Perhaps | don’t 
know the difference between heroic endeavor 
and plain stubbornness... When | was little, | 
thought that certainly suffering and/or death were 
required for hero-dom, (this | gleaned from WWII 
movies, my Baltimore Catechism, and Jennifer 
Jones in Song of Bernadette). | would like to have 
been a hero myself, but was a bit apprehensive 
about the prerequisites.”’ 


“‘l’m glad the entry requirements have changed, 
and I’m alittle clearer on the relationship between 
fantasy and reality, (in which suffering and death 
seem to be distributed among us regardless of. 
the caliber of our abilities to cope with them). In 
my friends and colleagues who are artists, | find 
lives which are heroic. Lifestyles in which the 
making of choices is inherent and ongoing — 
choices of humor over despair, of responsibility 
over excuses, of trust over cynicism, of empathy 
over judgment. Lifestyles in which one balances 
fantasy and reality to make things which allow 
the two to reflect each other.” 


Nominated by Katherine Sanderson: Evelyn of 
The Phoenix Restaurant. ‘| watched Evelyn 
rebuilding the Phoenix out of the burnt-out rub- 
ble of Nick’s Whistlestop — brick by brick by 
hand, seemingly single-handedly — over a period 
of long months of setbacks and delays. Then, of 
course, once opened, the place is kept alive by 
Evelyn’s 12-hour days and 7-day weeks. This is 
surely an endeavor of heroic (Greek) proportions, 
but what is most marvelous is that at the heart 
of this Phoenix is Evelyn’s indefatigable kind- 
ness, grace, and sustaining humor.” 


BRENDHAN STECCHINI 


Curator of Zone the art gallery in the daylight, 
manager of Zone the night club after dark, if there 
were thirty hours in a day this man would still 
work most of them. Brendhan has exposed more 
young kids, mostly punks, to more art — music, 
paintings, photos, performance pieces — then 
anyone on earth. He has also exposed artists to 
underground music, for often the opening of a 
show will be followed with a three-band bill and 
one hell of a non-alcoholic party. Brendhan has 
shown that High Art and, dare | say... No, | won’t 
Say it... music can comfortably rub elbows and 
need not be accompanied by booze. 


SHOUL 


BiLL STEPCHEW 


Bill Stepchew fixes WMUA when it breaks. He 
also makes sure things don’t fall to bits organiza- 
tionally when the students who run the station are 
in flux. He’s been doing it for five years and we’re 
all really worried about what might happen if he 
leaves. He guided the station through its recent 
protracted and difficult move, and settled it into 
its present hi-tech facilities. Furthermore, as Blue 
Bill, host of the Stormy Monday Blues Program, 
he (along with Lisa Danforth) has helped revitalize 
the local blues scene, making the Pioneer Valley 
once again a stop on the regional blues circuit. 
Combining his technical and musical knowledge, 
he has also revived the lost art of broadcasting 
live music by equipping a special studio for that 
purpose adjacent to the station itself. Stepchew 
is that rarest of combinations, a techno-wizard 
who is also a man of taste and artistic conviction. 


Bic TONY 

When the north winds blow and the snowflakes 
fall the size of catcher’s mitts, the merchants of 
Northampton do not quake in fear. Icy sidewalks 
and snowbound entrances are quickly dispatch- 
ed by the lightning-swift snow shovel of Big Tony. 
For a nominal fee this D’Artagnan of the drifts 
keeps the pavements free for the wheels of com- 
merce to continue their inexorable roll. If there’s 
a car accident or traffic jam in the downtown area 
you will often catch this powering bastion of- 
public-spirited citizenry in the thick of the fray. 
His selfless and decisive maneuverings soon 
restore the thoroughfares to harmonious balance. 
Yet there is another Tony, one who listens to 
music with unparalleled devotion. To call him a 
Polka fan would be to denigrate his passionate 
involvement with the art form. The casual passer- 
by on the weekend streets of Northampton may 
be treated to the vision of Tony in rapt sympatico 
with his boogie blaster as he listens to the belov- 
ed melodies broadcast by numerous area radio 
stations. His involvement with this form of 
Western Mass roots music does not end there. 
Attend a live Polka event locally. Keep an eye 
peeled for the big guy in the cowboy hat. He'll 
be playing the maraccas. As on the blizzardy 
streets, Big Tony is at home in involvement. 


TOBEY 


JAMES TATE 


Jim Tate’s rise to international fame was dizzy- 
ing. An M.F.A. candidate in the University of 
lowa’s Writing Program, he woke one morning 
in 1966 to find he’d won the Yale Younger Poets’ 
Prize, the most coveted poetry award in America. 
From there it was only a matter of weeks until 
lunch with Henry Kissinger and Jackie O. All the 
things that should have gone wrong as a result 
just didn’t. He keeps getting better and better, 
writing every hour that his duties as a too-popular 
professor in the UMass M.F.A. Program allow. 
But Tate, however world-famous, has a distinct 
identity as a local figure as well, coming down 
from Pelham to wander the streets of Amherst 
or hang out in the Goliard Bookshop. Always an 
inspiration to area writers, he embodies all one’s 
favorite neo-postmodern virtues: intelligence, 
tenacity, humor, constant self-renewal, and an 
ability to exoticize the ordinary, (even the local). 


Vast Ep VabAS 


Comedian, guitarist, singer, harmonica player, 
actor and entrepreneur, Ed Vadas has talent to 
match his famous size. For years he had a hard 
time choosing among his skills, so he just exer- 
cised them all. He was, for example, a founder 
of both the Ambrosia Blues All-Stars and The 
Comedy Crunch. Beginning in Vietnam, he did 
solo and later trio acts mixing comedy and music, 
gaining a following as much for his murderous 
wit as for his powerful blues and soul singing. 
About three years ago, Vadas decided that R&B 
had to come first. With bassist Chris “King Tut”’ 
Tuttle (once of Cobble Mountain), he formed The 
Fabulous Heavyweights. Popular from Buffalo to 
Washington, The Heavyweights (like most local 
bands) are often taken for granted on their home 
turf. They shouldn’t be. The 1984 cassette 
release Cruisin’ for a Bluesin’ shows Vadas rang- 
ing from funk to blues to haunted ballads. The 
“Vast” in “Vast Ed” refers to more than physical 

‘ size. Now in his absolute prime as a performer, 
Vadas marvels at his musical longevity: ‘To be 
41 and look forward to playing!”’ 


Nominated by Ed Vadas: Rosalind de Mille, 
retired head of Smith College Dance Department, 
mother of ex-Valley blues star Arthur Cable, for 
her commanding view of dance history, her in- 
spiration to all artists, regardless of their fields, 
and the elegance with which she lives a life in 
the arts. 


EDWARD BISSELL 


SEAMUS 


(THE MARBLE TERRORIST) 


Seamus was a perfect being. Probably the best 
agate shooter in the history of Hungry Hill. And 
he used to share his winnings, like Santa Claus 


-or maybe Robin Hood (is that really why they call 


them ‘‘hoods’’?). | know, you probably think that 
you knew a better agate shooter. Maybe even 
yourself. Sorry. ’Fraid not. He was the one and 
only Best. Better than John Lennon. Better than 
Marilyn Monroe. Better than Cassius Clay. 


One time at Van Horn Park, he played this tough- 
looking kid with combed-back hair, for the whole 
bag. | just stared silently and fearfully at the kid, 
as if he’d been condemned to death. Seamus 
didn’t even look at him. He just played. And then 
carefully poured the kid’s bag into his. He 
wouldn’t even try. Cuz he had a perfect cowlick 
in the middle of his butchwaxed forehead. And 
that was the mark and the proof of his immortali- 
ty. And he didn’t even fear nothin’. 


He was my first cousin. But since | was the oldest 
of six, and he lived upstairs, he was more like 
a big brother (by six years). Always trying to get 
rid of me (and his other fans too). Finally, at age 
twenty-seven, he made good his escape by dy- 
ing, while trying to help a lesser being. There’s 
been none like him since. And the art of agate 
shooting has virtually died out. 


So he was my first hero. By the time he was fif- 
teen | quit trying to keep up with him, and | started 
watching tv. | started to find some new heroes. 
One or two at first. Then ten, twenty, eighty, six 
hundred: tv was an endless supply. | couldn't 
even tell the difference between heroes and not 
heroes anymore. Can you? 


| guess heroes (heroines) have to be awfully good 
at something, like Willie Ways, and/or awfully 
good in general, like Mother Theresa. And they 
have to be famous, right? Like Christa McAuliffe 
is a hero ‘cause she died while doing something 
good on tv. And maybe they also have to be a 
little lucky, sometimes, to get famous, like the four 
heroes Reagan picked out for the State of the 
Union show. One was a school crossing guard. 
Then | guess the MEDIA has to decide whether 
you’re going to become a big hero-story, or 
whether you’re going to get edited out. 


| think they decide that according to how much 
‘human interest” you have. Usually if something 
sensationally emotional is happening to you, then 
you have more “‘human interest.”’ Also it should 
reflect more or less the standard mores of the na- 
tion, as shown on tv. There’s sort of a catch, 
though. If your story hits its emotional peak too 
fast, like, you saved a dog from dying in a fire, 
you'll be edited quickly. You’re better off if the 
dog eventually dies. 


But let’s get on to the big hero stories. Not so 
long ago we (most of us) celebrated the birthdays 
of Martin Luther King, Jr. and some presidents. 
All of them are revered as hero-saints, by at least 
some people. But the creation of the King Holi- 
day has been criticized by some people because 
they don’t like some of the things he might have 
done. Yeah, | know. But they even do it with some 
of the White heroes. For instance, did Jack cheat 
on Jackie? Because if they have done some 
things that we don’t like, we may remove them 
from Mt. Olympus. What fame gives, shame 
taketh away. 


| guess we like our heroes perfect. Or else. We 
use our heroes and anti-heroes as ideal symbols, 
to emulate or denigrate, to sanctify or sacrifice, 
vicariously. \t saves us the trouble of getting in- 
volved, which is nice, but it creates some pretty 
serious problems. 


Our ‘‘human interests’? cannot tolerate a bit of 
complexity (i.e. reality). To maintain our Heroes 
and Terrorists (anti-heroes) we must block out all 


- conflicting information, or destroy or lose ‘‘in- 


terest’’ in them. Then find new ones. Ted was 
a KENNEDY until he drove off the bridge. Now 
we'll try young Joe. Mengele’s crimes were of 
more interest before he died. Now Khadafy. And 
Baby Doc became evil when we stopped suppor- 
ting him. The football Patriots were transformed 
from visionary leaders to junkies in the course 
of just a few sports sections. All or nothing. 


The problem with Heroes and Terrorists (soldiers 
who aren’t paid well) is that we lose our ability 
to discern great and evil deeds on their own merit. 
Or at least we forget to. And we forget to ap- 
preciate the terribly real struggles of those 
humans who create great good and evil. Most 
tragically, we forget that it could be us. And that 
in part it always is... 


But I’m not trying.to claim a part of Seamus’ 
glory. | behold him on high. Because he was the 
first hero | ever had, and in some ways was the 
last. There was a time when it seemed as if the 
world was his boulder, held in his magical hands. 
With a perfect cowlick for a third eye, Seamus 
took it all in stride. Perhaps if | had gotten to know 
him better as an adult, |! would have come to ap- 
preciate his weaknesses, too. Still, I’m eternally 
grateful for what | did get. And he remains my 
life-long hero, because a long time ago, on 
Hungry Hill, he was a fair boy who played for 
everyone, for all the marbles, and he won. 
Donny B. Boru 
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“Completely touched by human hands.” 


Pres Speakers 


413-586-6277 


Spring, time to 
Lighten Up. 


Tipping 


Pars ~ USED 
WHITMAN & BOOKS 


WHITMAN 
56 Maplewood Shops Vv ALLEY 


Northampton, MA 01601 


413/586-7506 BOOKS 


Vinnie van Gee’s hair 


lightened and styled by Kenny CARRIAGE SHOP S 
of Whitman & Whitman AMHERST 


#1 IN THE VALLEY! 


DYNAMITE 
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KES 


THORNESS 


MAR KET Pt a ¢ 


SC 7A 
150 MAIN ST. 


584-1580 NORTHAMPTON 
CLASSICAL REGGAE 


SOCAL 
110Y 8 MOO” 


BRAZILIAN 


47104 


19 STRONG AVENUE « DOWNTOWN NORTHAMPTON 


986-3347 


=COLLECTIVE x22: 


isu reoianr sr amet COP TES= 


OPEN 8AM TO MIDNIGHT 
Saturday 9-5 Sunday 11-5 


AUTOEROTIX 


If you saw the A.C. Cobra this afternoon, you'd ~ 


say to yourself that there was no way that this 
Cobra ever could of had a learning experience. 

Only | did. | went to a high school right around 
here that the name of which | can’t reveal for fear 
of my old English teacher might come after me 
with a bazooka. This Miss Lullo used to say that 
if | had half a brain I’d be dangerous. | believed 
her, and kept the brain down to a minimum so 
as not to hurt nobody. 


She used to give assignments like | had to write 
an essay on “‘Why | Appreciate Nature.” So | 
goes home, the young A.C. Cobra, and | stabs 
myself with the end of the pen to write the first 
draft in blood as a secret way of indicating how 
much | forgin’ hated Miss Lullo. Now the crap we 
hadda hand into Lullo was required that it be 
typed, and typing for me is like asking two snakes 
to walk on one leg. | used to have to trade valve 
jobs for typing, or work on somebody’s tailpipe 
in trade for a few commas. 


| asks myself, ‘‘A.C., what do you honestly give 
a shit about nature?” Now | ain’t got nothing 
against bunnies and bears, except that | have to 
write about them. So | starts to naturally hate 
them. | starts off, “‘Bunnies and the bears is cute, 
but if they nuked the whole subcommittee of them 
to flaming hell tomorrow | couldn’t give a wing 
nut.’’ This is a bad start. | tears it up and throws 
it, not wishing my steaming giblets to go to Lullo’s 
cats. 


| says, ‘‘l am gonna give her what she wants to 
hear, so’s | can graduate and get under the hood 
where | belongs.” Therefore | starts up real pious, 
like: ‘God bless God for making the Dinosaurs. 
They lived a righteous life, and then they went 
paws up. Their carcasses sank down into the 
slime which was all over the place in prehistoric 
times, and worms and other flatheads ate them 
up, and then the worms died and the sludge kind 
of dissolved them. Then the whole shooting 
match oozed down to the core of the earth and 
turned into gasoline. If there wasn’t no nature, 
then there wouldn’t of been no gasoline, and 
what then? So believe me, Miss Lullo, every time 
| gets into a Baccaruda and before | turns the key 
| like whisper real soft, "God bless God for mak- 
ing them dinosaurs.’”’ 


This is going fairly good. | know Lullo is a follower 
of God, and if she hears a bit about God she 
would think maybe A.C. Cobra is okay after all. 
So | keeps going. ‘‘Nature is what happens that 
turns obsolete animals into gasoline. Right now 
the cockaroaches are waiting for the human race 
to go face down and ooze into the ground and 
turn into gasoline. Then when they builds 
cockaroach Chevys (or Bugs) they will thank God 
for having created Nature which created human 
beings which melted down into hi-test, amen.” 


| make my friend make his sister type it on ac- 
count of he needs his wipers put back together 
after an ice-storm. | turns it in and two days later 
it’s back with a F-minus on it. Lullo comes right 
up to me and puts her pincers on my temples. 
“If there wasn ’t no air in this head then it would 
be empty,’ she announces to the class. ‘‘Do you 
wish to do the work for which you will be award- 
ed a passing grade for, or do you wish to spend 
the remainder of your natural life in your senior 
year? Cobra,” she says, ‘‘l’ll give you one more 
chance. Write me an essay on Heaven and Hell. 
And try using the ENGLISH LANGUAGE this 
time, okay?” 


‘“‘Yo, Miss Lullo,’”’ | goes. All day long I’m walk- 
ing through the stinking disinfectant-smelling 
halls of the place spluttering to myself. What does 
A.C. Cobra care about heaven and hell? By the 
time | gets home, though, | got a good idea. ‘‘This 
essay,” | begins, “‘is about heaven and hell — 
heaven for me and hell for Miss Lullo. Heaven 
for me is a new distributor cap and ignition leads, 
a carburetor set just right, four decent tires, good 
heat and better than 200 miles to a quart of oil. 
Hell for Miss Lullo is having to give this paper an 
C+.How abouta compromise? I give you a ring 
job and you give me a C. Then I’m in heaven and 
you can skip hell. You buys the parts. Yours, A.C. 
Cobra.” | gets my neighbor’s kid to type it, on 
account of he can’t start his Omega even though 
all it was was a wire offa the solenoid. 


Back it comes. Lullo has written on the front 
page, ‘“‘This is HEAVEN on EARTH, Mr. Cobra. 


F-minus. P.S.: Why don’t you drop outta school 


and go straight to heaven?” 


| goes up after class. ‘‘Miss Lullo, isn’t there 
anything wrong with your car? They don’t pay you 
good enough that you could afford to drive 
anything decent, do they? Really, for me to be 
in school much longer, there is a serious waste 
of lift time.” 


Lullo is about 5’1”’ and has the face of a weasel 
right before lunch. ‘‘You are trying to bribe me, 
Mr. Cobra. No wonder the thing after which they 
named you was named after a snake.”’ 


By this time it looks bad for your hero, you say? 
Nay, if there was a divine plan for this world it 
was to get A.C. Cobra out of high school. Con- 
formin’ with this divine plan was what | sees as 
1 is moping out of Central Detention about 4:30, 
(| owes them so much Central that | would of died 
of old age before | used it up. Like they gave me 
two months once just for bringing a transmission 
to history class). 


There is Lullo with the hood of her Rambler open 
looking at clouds of steam like Pearl Harbor. ‘‘Oh, 
Miss Lullo,”’ | goes, ‘“‘what is this?’’ 


‘| don’t KNOOOOOOW,”’ she whines, “‘l’ve on- 
ly had it for eight years. Is it dead, do you think? 
Is it on fire?”’ 


‘Run, Miss Lullo,” | shouts, ‘before it blows up. 
Go back into the school and get a bottle of 
water.’ She goes racing off, blubbering with fear. 
Then | takes out my pen knife and puts back on 
the radiator hose that was off, and tightens up 
the clamp good. When Lullo gets back with the 
water | pours it into the radiator. ‘Will that put 
out the fire?’’ she goes. | goes in.and starts it, 
and watch Lullo’s face go up and then down 
when she sees it is going to go. 


- “life is HELLLLLL, Mr. Cobra,’’ she says as she 


drives away. 


And that is why I keeps my high school. diploma 
rolled up in a radiator hose. 


© A110 O=->—~9 
ALL NEW! 
@ tino BOOKS| 
BEST isis § 
CHILOREN’S STANDARDS) 


SPECIAL 


BROADSIDE sons BOOKSHOP 


247 MAIN ST., NORTHAMPTON, MASS. ~ 586- 36.4235 


KINGDOMS COME 
AND GO, | 
CONTINENTS DRIFT. 
SUNS BURN OUT. 


BUT A SHINY JACKET 

FROM ROZ’S IS FOREVER 
ROZ’S PLACE fasion 
6 BRIDGE ST. NOHO 


PIONEER PRECISION 
FOR ALL YOUR CAR 
STEREO NEEDS 


CAR LOCKOUTS 
ONLY $10.00 


574 HAYDENVILLE RD. LEEDS 
584-0715 


SINCE 1967 ED FLOOD. 
KEEP THIS WITH YOU 


BLUE MOON 
ANTIQUES 
5 ART DECO 


5 50’°S MODERN 


§ COLLECTABLES 
) USED FURNITURE 


VISIT US AT OUR NEW 
DOWNTOWN LOCATION 


4 ALLEN PLACE NOHO 
584-6804 


y \ = /# 
mat aos Y= > 


ISHEAKING FRECORDS 


album 


Public Image Ltd.-A/lbum (Elektra) 


414 OH NO! NOHO! 


This is more a Bill Laswell record 
than a Johnny Lydon record. 
Lydon’s wailing is more of an after- 
thought to the highly produced 
music generated by what is likely a 
Studio-only version of PIL. The band 
consists of ex-Cream drummer 
Ginger Baker, Yellow Magic Or- 
chestra’s Riuchi Sakamoto, 
freelance heavy metal guitarist Steve 
Vai, and Laswell himself. The single 
“‘Rise”’ is far and away the best 
track. Lydon is coaxed into 
something resembling singing. On 
“Ease” he yelps a bit but then 
shuts up and lets Vai show off. This, 
if nothing else, is a fairly interesting 
record. The combination of musi- 
cians is reminiscent of the eclectic 
line-up on Laswell’s previous pro- 
ject, The Golden Palominos. The 
problem | sense with this record is 
that it’s too slick for seasoned PIL 
fans but too abrasive for potential 
converts. It just doesn’t sound like 
Lydon’s heart is in it. 

Jim Neill 


PIL-Single (Rise) (Elektra) 

Now I’ve gotta disagree with one of 
my personal heroes, the guy who 
gave me my first break on the 
airwaves. | think the LP in general 
and the single ‘‘Rise’’ in particular 
are amazing, an incredibly intelligent 
slab o’ plastic. The play on Sex 
Pistol words and references to Franz 
Fanon added to one of the greatest 
rhythm guitars make for.one fine 


. disc. If Johnny decides to play off 


(on) the past and has tired of trying 
to destroy R’n’R structure (as on 
Flowers of Romance) and comes up 
with this, then he’s a step ahead of 
Iggy Pop, who is ‘‘tired of peddling 
aggression”’ and has since moved 
on to Miami Vice bit parts, giving up 
music (a hero ain’t nothing but a 
sandwich). So be it. But for Johnny 
(as maybe for South Africa) ‘‘anger 
is an energy,’’ and he at least 
sounds as a good as ever (though | 
may be wrong and | may be right). 
Vinnie van Gee 


Billy Bragg-‘‘Days Like These” b/w 
“1 Don’t Need This Pressure Ron” & 
“Scholarship is the Enemy of 
Romance’”’ 


From the man who reminded us that 
politically-inspired music doesn’t 
have to be boring, comes this sur- 
prisingly listless single. The senti- 
ment and concern are there — that 
the agenda and actions of That- 
cherism require stronger responses 
than demonstrations and buttons — 
but for once Bragg’s music can’t 
carry them. Bragg tries to reflect the 
seriousness of the lyrics in the 
music, but rather than being com- 
pelling, the music just mirrors the 
lethargy of ‘‘the majority (who) in 
their silence will pay for days like 
these.”’ One bash of his guitar in the 
last line/declaration is too late and 
too little to capture our attention. 
Which is a shame, really, because 
the message needs to be heard — 
on both sides of the Atlantic. 
Perhaps we'll see a reworked ver- 
sion on Bragg’s upcoming third 
album. 


“| Don’t Need This Pressure Ron,”’ 
on the flip, is a lot more catchy. A 
nifty a capella duet, this slightly self- 
righteous song addresses Bragg’s 
role as a “‘political’’ musician, and 
some of the criticism it brings him 
from both the left and the right. 
Bringing up the rear in this 3-song 
set is “Scholarship is the Enemy of 
Romance,”’ (which any student 
knows). If he’d really rather be 
writing love songs (‘There’s a lot 
more money in it’’), Bragg had bet- 
ter come up with better ones than 
this. Some of Bragg’s best songs 
have been about love, but ‘‘Scholar- 
ship’’ feels like a throwaway. Not his 
best work, but stay tuned... 
Peter ‘‘Writing about Music is like 
Dancing About Art’’ Thomson 


Luxury Condos Coming To Your 
Neighborhood Soon: A Coyote An- 
thology (Coyote/Twin Tone) 


AHROOOOO! Hats off to Coyote for 
releasing one of the best compila- 
tions that’s ever come to my 
neighborhood. My criteria are two- 
fold: the ratio of good songs to bad, 
and the compatibility of the various 
artists. First, the ratio in this case is 
15:0. Second, as a healthy chunk of 
the best of the eastern U.S. 
underground, everyone here is in 
good company. From Boston’s 
Scruffy the Cat to Georgia’s Kilken- 
ny Cats, this collection is spellbin- 
ding from start to finish. Several of — 
these bands have yet to put out 
their own records, but with a 
sampler like this it looks like the 
next year will see the release of 
some exciting wax. Many here are 
extended family, friends and 
members of the dBs, Del-Lords, 
Television, The Individuals and 
others. With coaching like this, the 
youngsters are headed for the ma- 
jors. This is an essential piece of the 
ever-fertile American underground. 
Lotsa guitar. Highly recommended. 
Jim Neill 


The Anti Group-Zu/u/HaHa! (Sweat 
Box) 


No, it’s not PSD under a new name. 
It’s Ade Newton from Clock DVA 
with Cab Volt remixing. Funky funky 
and chic cut-ups and overlays with 
vicious nightmare narration, but not 
as (too) dense as say Mark Stewart 
and the Mafia. A fine track for the 
creative dancer or just nice 
background music for those who en- 
joy being paranoid. Also on Sweat 
Box Records (Abstract Magazine's 
label), 12”eps by In The Nursery 
and A Primary Industry, both very in- 


~ teresting grooves. 


Vinnie van G. 


Opal-Northern Line (One Big Guitar 
3-track 12’’) 


This is Kendra Smith and Dave 
Roback (ex-Dream Syndicate and 
Rain Parade respectively) in the 
latest of what seems like an endless 
string of incarnations. They were 
Clay Allison at one point and then 
Smith, Roback and Mitchell and... 
well, | guess that’s it. While | can 
easily opine that The Rain Parade 
has gotten better and The Dream 
Syndicate worse, I’m not going to be 
too hasty with these guys. I'll only 
shit on something if | firmly believe 
it deserves it, and I’m pretty sure 
this record will be spared that 
dubious fate. The two songs on side 
one, though unremarkable, are 
nevertheless very well executed. 


‘They’re both rather folky and recall 


Kendra and Dave’s efforts on the 
Rainy Day album a couple of years 
ago. Turn the record over and we’ve 
got quite another story. ‘‘Soul 
Giver” is like The Rain Parade with 
a few extra hits of blotter. At eight 
and a half minutes, it’s a 
smorgasbord of psychedelic 
madness. Roback plugs in 
everything he’s got and lets it rip, 
conjuring up the kind of noise no 
one has heard since the first two 
Pink Floyd albums. It’s incredibly in- 
dulgent. You should be too. 

Jim Neill 
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The Limits-Vingt (Luxury Records 
ep) 


So the other day I’m playing the 
Christian Death tape Live in 
Hollywood and heaping praise on its 
morose weirdness when my alter- 
ego comes up to me and says, ‘‘Hey 
Vin, remember Rock’n’Roll, cars, 
girls;-innocent enthusiasm without 
any sign of tongue-in-cheek?” So | 
says, ‘‘Yeah, | remember The Sighs. 
Good record they had last year, how 
are they doin’? Out on tour, aren’t 
they? Nice guys, | hope they make 
it. Have you heard the new one by 
The Revolting Cocks — great stuff.’’ 
“Vin, Vin, come down off your high 
horse and step out of the gutter just 
for a minute and listen to this.” 
Hmmm. Clean, crisp, hey this is a 
Joan Armatrading cover... that’s 
cool, sounds good... ‘‘Twin Girls,”’ 
hey this is ‘innocent enthusiasm’ 
and great guitar work. Nice pop 
sound. Melodies w/ bigtime hooks. 
Hey, never meant to turn my back 
on Pop music, sorry if | ever gave 
that impression. Thanx for the slap 
in the face w/ The Limits’ latest. 
Vinnie van G. 


Lloyd Cole and the Commotions- 
Easy Pieces (Geffen) 


Yawn. Lloyd Cole and the Com- 
atose... and | used to like these 
guys. The last album wasn’t quite as 
disposable as this one. | hate to 
over-use the term over-production, 
but lately it seems like such a com- 
mon problem. |’m not saying | like 
under-produced records either 
(though in some cases | certainly 
do), just that it’s possible to really 
murder good music by organizing 
and arranging it too much. This new 
album, and so many new albums by 
bands that | just know can do better, 
have that unmistakable veneer that 
would enable them, if given the 
chance, to bear the MTV stamp of 
approval (read homogeneity). This is 
imitation Dire Straits in its present 
form, and | fail to understand why 
anyone would want to imitate them. 
Money for nothing. Easy pieces. It’s 
all the same to me. 

Jim Neill 


Bangles-Different Light (Columbia) 
Pandoras-Stop Pretending (Rhino) 


Gosh darnit! Who did this? Who 
dangled the carrot of commercial 
success in front of the ballsiest girl- 
group of the last decade? (I hope 
Girlschool don’t read this). Oh well. 
Pointing the finger isn’t going to un- 
do the damage at this point. The 
guitars have been sedated and the 
beast tamed and tenderized for 
mass consumption. Too much MSG 
for me. A lot of people who are 
usually tougher on records than | 
am think this is a pretty deece 
album. | just can’t believe that the 
Bangles actually identified the gap 
left by the Go Go’s as something 
that needed to be filled. Pass the 
Pandoras, please. 


Two demerits right off the bat for not 
naming the album Stop Pandering. 
The Pandoras released their first 
album, /t’s About Time, in 1984 on 
Voxx, one of the more authentic im- 
itation garage labels around. It had 
the usual canned production but an 
unusual bunch of really happening 
songs. From crystal clear Byrds- and 
Hollies-inspired jams to the 
grungiest garage stomps you could 
imagine, it was pretty clear that 
these gals knew where it was at. 
Now, for the first recorded ap- 
pearance of the new improved Pan- 
doras, (Paula Pierce is the only re- 
maining original member), they've 
switched to the reputable Rhino 
label and cleaned up their act a bit. 
This record is less reckless than the 
last. It maintains enough of the 
garage-y spirit to prevent-alienating 
old fans, but has a thoroughly 
modern batch of songs that could 
win them countless converts. So 
what if they look like Josie and the 
Pussycats? This record is outa sight. 
Just keep Prince away from these 
guys, please? 

Jim Neill 
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Squirrel Bait- Nut Cracker Sweet 
(Homestead Records) 


It’s hard not to make comparisons to 
Husker Du (Bait is Du’s favorite 
band) but this is basically just 
rock’n’roll from a bunch of kids who 
grew up with a baseball bat factory 
in their back yard and one night 
club in the entire town. Squirrel Bait 
is Louisville’s Run-DMC. They’re 
mid-America’s hardest-hitting band 
and Pat Hell’s favorite band of all 
time. At the beginning of the first 
cut, “‘Hammer so Hard,” Peter Sear- 
cy declares, ‘‘l’m gonna beat you up 
at the end of this,”’ but | doubt if 
anyone is still standing at the end of 
‘When | Fall.’’ If you have it in you, 
Side 2 opens with ‘‘The Final 
Chapter,” as near perfect a 
rock’n’roll song as you'll ever find. If 
you like being locked in a small 
room with a ton of dynamite and a 
pack of cigarettes, this Lp’s for you. 
Write to Squirrel Bait at 3345 
Brownsboro Road, Louisville KY 
40207. 

Vinnie ‘‘Got a Match?’’ van G. 


What Now-Smaill Record with Four 
Songs 


Decent disc by Zone vets What 
Now. Guitar-laden tunes still stand 
up after repeated listenings. ‘‘All My 
Life’’ has a screaming chorus set 
against a hollowbody guitar feed- 
backing through a delay set against 
an overdriven amp. ‘‘The End”’ is 
one of those jangly guitar pop 
numbers. The other two cuts 
feature buzzsaw-throatwrenching- 
angst approach set against beat 
found on the lower scales of a 
blender. FUN! 

Long Jon 


The Raunch Hands-E/ Rauncho 
Grande 


Jim calls this shit-rock at its best. | 
prefer my shit-rock a little more ef- 
facing, a la PSD. Maybe it’s unfair 
to compare the two, (maybe it’s un- 


fair to compare PSD with anyone). 


Any way you slice it, though, The 
Raunch Hands are raunchy. Their 
misgynistic ‘‘Everyman’’ would pro- 
bably get them lynched at The Iron 
Horse, but then again it would pro- 
bably get a standing o at Pearl 
Street with the Friday Night crowd. 
The ep’s title cut is a dirty groove a 
la Joe (K) Carrasco meets The Beat 
Farmers. ‘“‘Mess Around”’ is a cut so 
deep that maybe only Barrance 
Whitfield and The Raunch Hands 
themselves could get out of it. 
Yeeow! ‘Spit It On The Floor’ is the 
pinnacle of the ep’s raunchiness. 
The whole thing is fun, and | recom- 
mend you pick it up to find out what 
she spit on the floor. So get down 
and get dirty. 


Vinnie ‘‘van’’ G. 


Classic Ruins-Lassie Eats Chickens 
(Throbbing Lobster) 


This band is great live. Catch ’em 
no matter what the cost. Frank 
Rowes is a great songwriter. ‘‘Room 
Starts Spinning,’’ -‘‘Labatt’s” and 
“Geraldine” should be classics if it 
weren't for the gutless production 
that’s made the band wear suits. | 
guess everybody has to make a liv- 
ing, but | never thought Classic 
Ruins would end up playing wed- 
dings. Avoid, and try and find a 
copy of the 7+ 7=2 Ep on Ace of 
Hearts. 

Vinnie van G. 
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Pattie Austin-Getting Away With 
Murder (Quest) 


This album has very nice rhythm 
and blues. Continuing the 
soulistic style of her last album, 
one of the choice cuts is “‘The 
Heat of Heat” which is now be- 
ing played on many R&B stations 
across the country. Among 
others, the producers were Jim- 
my Jam and Terry Lewis for 
Quincy Jones Productions. 


Kashif-Condition of the Heart 
(Arista) 


Wonderful music keeping the 

_ same style Kashif introduced to 
the music business on his own 
albums as well as the ones he 
has produced for others. The title 
song has made its mark on 
charts everywhere. The entire 
album shows a lot of promise. 
We can look forward to “Dancing 
In the Dark’’ and many others. 


Isley Jasper Isley-Caravan of 
Love (CBS) 


The title song has shown that the 
Isley record stands strong, 

_ although The Isley Brothers have 
broken up. The new single from 
the album is “Insatiable 
Woman.” The entire album is 
excellent. 


L.L. Cool J.-L.L. Cool J. 
(Columbia) 


L.L. Cool J. break out hard core 
with their first L.P., featuring 
hard core hip hop produced by 
Rick Ruben for DEF JAM recor- 
dings. This powerful L.P. con- 
tains ‘‘l| Can’t Live Without My- 
Radio,” as performed by L.L. 
Cool J. in the movie Krush 


Groove. ‘‘Rock The Bells’’ is be- }' 


ing programmed by many R&B 
stations. 


The Force M.D.’s-Chillin (Tommy 
Boy) 


The Force M.D.’s have done it 
again. The single ‘Tender Love” 
from the movie Krush Groove 
was a total success. Now ‘‘Here | 
Go Again,” a ballad from the 
album just as nice as ‘‘Tender 
Love,” is being programmed by 
Top 40 as well as R&B stations. 
The Force M.D.’s have definitely 
proved themselves in my book. 


Cherrele-High Priority (CBS) 


Very good album produced by 
Jimmy Jam and Terry Lewis with 
a beautiful ballad that struck me 
right away, ‘“Where Do | Run 
To,’ not to mention the single . . 
that has recently been pro- 
grammed on Top 40 radio sta- 
tions, ‘Saturday Love.” 


Algebra Suicide-An Explanation for 
That Flock of Crows 


Poetry recited over a drum machine 
with minimal instrumental backdrop. 
The klever words on the insert sheet 
show promise but Lydia Tomkins’ 
uninspired monotone delivery drib- 
bles out of my speakers like a flat 
can of Pabst. This bad version of 
The Young Marble Giants has one 
saving grace. The increased in- 
strumentation on “Somewhat 
Bleeker Street’? combined with a 
seemingly more energetic spouting 
make for a halfway decent cut. But 
at one-for-four this disc just prices 
itself out of the market. For true art 
fags only. 


Long Jon 


The Bamboo Steamers-‘(!) Walk 
Alone’”’ b/w ‘‘Mary Carney (Oct. ’69)‘ 
(Pajamarama) 


In today’s music, it’s the spirit, the 
honesty that matters. The Bamboo 
Steamers are creating music simply 
for the enjoyment and necessity of 
getting up on stage and playing it. 
Selling records isn’t as important as 
making records that the bands 
themselves think are good. “‘(I) Walk 


Alone” is a blast of passion, an R&B 


stomp, but this ain’t no 
DelFuegonomics. This is deep-dish 
soul a la romance and roll. Yeah, 
this is from the heart and guts. Don 
Single-man’s Marshall Crenshaw 
(after 3 packs of Camel straights 
and a fifth of Jameson’s) voice is 
not quite velvet, but more than 
velvet, maybe a tattered and stained 
velvet. Frank Mars’ drumming is as 


solid as sequoia redwood, and Jim- | 


my Gibb adds a sweet, heavy 
backdrop for Steve Valley to pin his. 
guitar up on. ‘‘Mary Carney”’ is an 
amazing Beatnik romp through 
literary references with Spanish 
guitars, bongos and tambourines, 
dig it? The Cast of Thousands 
Chorus offers up Ave Marias to the 
gods who wear shades. This vir- 
tuoso transplanting of the Beats’ 
central conceit is an example of lyric 
writing at its encapsulated best. 
Maybe most important, these are 
songs you will hum while doing laun- 
dry. | trust you’ll enjoy. 

Vinnie van G. 


The Church-Heyday (Warner Bros.) 


The Church, from Australia, have 
their sound, and if they don’t really 
break any new ground, they usually 
manage to maintain enough diversity 
within that sound to make their 
records worth listening to. If you’ve 
heard the band before you may be a 
member of a small but devoted cult 
who think the first two albums 
(Unguarded Moment and The Blurred 
Crusade) were outstanding, but all 
since then merely satisfactory. 
Those who haven’t heard them are 
advised to hit the cut-out bins for 
those first two albums before the 
supply dries up. The Church are at 
their best when they whip up that 
lush, ringing guitar symphony that is 
their trademark, but still kick out the 
jams once in a while. This never 
really happens on Heyday. The 
album is mighty smooth, but it’s like 
ready-to-spread frosting compared to 
the potent pastry that you’ll find on 
their superior early discs. The best 
track, and only by comparison to the 
other terribly tame tunes, is 
“‘“Roman’’, which resembles a slight- 
ly diluted Chameleons. I’m disap- 
pointed, but remain hopeful that the 
guys will rediscover their guts 
behind a couch somewhere. Mean- 
while, I'll be on the lookout for 
bandleader Steve Kilby’s solo 45, 
out as an Australian import, and 
reportedly pretty neat. 

Jim Neill 


Pap, LG: 


Thomes Marketplace 
150 Main Street 
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We 
Understand 
Guitars. 
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That’s because we've been 
making and repairing fretted 
instruments for fifteen 
years! 

Now at our new, 

larger quarters, we have 
been joined by a 
professionally-trained bowed- 
instrument technician and a 
harp-maker. 


The Stringfellow Workshops 
guitar makers and technicians 
since 1970. 85 No. Whitney St. 
Amherst 413-253-2286 
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LOCAL HEROES: 
KATY HOGAN & 
LEO T. BALDWIN 


084-7771 


WEDNESDAY APRIL 2nd 
PAJAMA SLAVE 
DANCERS 


RECORD RELEASE PARTY 


THURSDAY APRIL 3rd 
CLARENCE 'GATEMOUTH’ BROWN 
LEGEND OF TEXAS SWING 
THURSDAY APRIL 17th 
THE CHERRY BO 


FORMER MEMBS= 


62! 
SAND HANO! ROCKS 
<<AM4-ROCK EXTRAVAGANZA _ 
WEDNESDAY APRIL 23rd 
THE GOOD, THE BAD AND THE UGLY 
TOUR ’86 
FRONTIER RECORDING ARTISTS 


NAKED PREY 

THIN WHITE ROPE 
THE PONTIAC BROTHERS 
THURSDAY APRIL 24rd 


JOHN MAYALL’S 
BLUES BREAKERS 


SEX 
WAX 
AND 
BACK 
TRACKS 


By (all) means of introduction: Wax 
Trax! Chicago label, cool/cold/cold 
as hell, and on your avant guard. 
Contents: Minimal Compact, Popular’ 
History of Signs, Wiseblood, Coil, 
one of my favorite bands of 1985, 
The Blackouts, and mostly Ministry. 
If there were such a thing, the cut- 
up/techno/swamp assault manifesto 
at Wax Trax would go something 
like this: 1) Frontal assault at all of 
the subject’s senses; 2) Try to 
achieve an imbalance in the sub- 
ject’s brain, get them off guard 
(don’t let them know they’re having 
fun; 3) Low blow of power and inten- 
sity without resorting to speed (sub- 
ject begins dancing at this stage); 4) 
When subject is sufficiently dazed, 
begin the side assaults with faceless 
waves of synthesizers; 5) Subject 
begins to scream (in time) and by 
adding to the music becomes one 
with it; 6) Follow with cold graphics 
and cool packaging; await results. 


Anyway, no such manifesto exists, 
but most often the Wax Trax stable 
is interchangeable, and as a whole 
the label does have the highest 
quality of releases and more of an 
individual sound than any other. 


Luc Van Acker-Heart and Soul 
(5-track mini Lp) 


Van Acker is Belgium’s ‘‘mega-star’’ 
and creator of the car-crash guitar 
on Shriekback’s Jam Science Lp. He 
also possesses one of the very few 
original voices that varies from an 
in-water croon to an out-of-air 
scream. Side 1: Eight minutes and 
forty-eight seconds of “‘Heart and 
Soul.” Violins pull you up, up, up, 


and then uncompromisingly the beat 
drags you down. Something tinkles. 
Saxes flirt with seduction and then 
squawk at the dark. Van Acker 
howls at the moon and bellows ‘‘No 
more thinking!”’ Thousands clap 
simultaneously in approval. Thump- 
ing funk guitar tries to turn your 
head. Scratching violins, and you 
get dizzy. The bass line has got 
hold of you. You’re helpless. Horn 
charts and Luc is above you, 
bursting with ‘‘Heart and‘soul, heart 
and soul.”’ You pick yourself up off 
the floor, disgusted with yourself, 
and put on the other side. 


Side 2: ‘‘Fear In My Heart,” a 
breathy hypno-trance ballad. ‘‘I want 
to. feel the fear that’s in your heart / 
| want to face the fear in my heart.” 
“Jump and Shout’’ has Mr. Van 
Acker donning the concentrated 
industrial-size David Byrne voice to 
help scrub all those blemishes in 
your soul. ‘Traveling’, an in- 
strumental that simultaneously 
relaxes and tenses you up. 


| 
FEATURING 
! ANNA 


Front 242-Politics of Pressure 


The fifth and finest release to date 
by this very European synth/funk 
group is deeper and darker than 
anything in their genre, (Kraftwerk, 
Yello, Cabaret Voltaire, DAF). 
Nobody is in these boys’ league. 
“Don’t Crash’”’ is a riveting assault 
that makes our spine thicker. 
“‘Funkhadafi” is a tribute to the 
world’s greatest pop star of the late 
80’s. This band can manipulate a 
dance floor as well as Muammar 


manipulates the media. ‘‘Comman- 
do”’ (remix) is the paramilitary 
revamp of the same song that’s on 
No Comment, yet even more radical. 
Front 242 toy with rock’s tendencies 
toward totalitarianism, and demand 
immediate response from an au- 
dience, whether it be good or bad. 
So if you can’t stand the heat, get 
out of the fire. As for me, pass the 
gasoline. 


Revolting Cocks-No Devotion 


Things only get better (or worse, but 
if you’re still with me on this one) 
Luc Van Acker and Richard 23, 
madman percussionist with Front 
242, team up against your senses 
on this one with Alain Jourgenson of 
Ministry producing. This is rawer 
and meaner than Luc’s solo 
material, and more surreal than 
Front 242. Relentless techno-beat 
and death-cries of ‘‘someone 
somewhere wake me up.” Ten and 
a half minutes of bowely bass and 
“‘no devotion, no secrets, no 
sacrifice... any more.’’ Powerful 
stuff. Flip it over and yes, two more 
mixes and twelve more minutes of 
the same nightmare. | suggest put- 
ting all twenty-two and a half 
minutes on an endless tape loop. 
Someone... somewhere...... 

Vinnie ‘‘Someone?”’ van G. 


THE GOSPEL 
ACCORDING TO 
GORDON GANO 


Violent Femmes-The Blind Leading 
the Naked (Warner Bros./Slash) 


Some stray comments I’ve heard 
lately: A local record store owner: 
“I’m really torn about the new 
Violent Femmes album. | can’t 
decide whether | just don’t like it or 
it sucks.”” A customer in the same 
store: ‘‘The Violent Femmes are one 
of the few bands who can really 
push it to the edge and succeed.” A 
college student on a PVTA bus: ‘‘So 
where's the party tonight?” 


The Blind Leading the Naked is the 
third Violent Femmes album. Here’s 
some advice to the throngs who are 
still waiting for a remake of the very 
popular first album: Stop waiting. 
You should have suspected that a 
band as iconoclastic as the Violent 
Femmes would not look back once 
they started rolling. The first LP was 
appreciated most be teenagers 
bursting with hormonal hysteria. 
After such a delightfully horny debut 
it was inevitable that the very dif- 
ferent second album, Hallowed 
Ground, would more or less flop, but 
it’s been a year and a half since 
then and we’ve all surely matured a 
bit, haven’t we? 


What does the new record sound 
like? Well, I’ll tellya. There’s a lot 
going one here musically and lyrical- 
ly, and any attempt to work it out on 
paper will probably leave quite a bit 
unsaid, but here goes. The first 
thing | noticed, something pro- 
phesied on Hallowed Ground, was 
the spiritual content and attitude of 
a lot of the songs. The cause is 
what drummer Victor De Lorenzo 
calls singer/songwriter Gordon 
Gano’s ‘undeniable faith.”’ Victor 
and bassist Brian Ritchie temper 
Gano’s religious zeal with a keen 
sense of when to ham it up and 
when to play it straight. The track 
with the most spiritual gusto is call- 


.ed, appropriately, “‘Faith’’, a bluesy 


number which takes Country Joe 
McDonald’s Woodstock-era “‘Fish 
Cheer’ and revises ‘Gimme an F-U- 


C-K”’ to “Gimme an F-A-I-T-H.”’ This 
is a nice example of the difference 
between the first album and this 
one. We’re dealing with a different 
“F”’ word this time around. Quick 
aside: Could this ‘‘fish’’ switcheroo 
possibly explain the deranged back 
cover photo depicting the three wise 
Femmes, arms elbow deep in the 
mouths of a huge fish, a Bible in 
Gordon’s lap, involved in some 
bizarre beauty parlor ritual? I’d be 
curious to hear any other theories. 


! would like to play ‘‘Faith’”’ for the 
Bible-belted audience of the PTL or 
700 Club; those poor exploited dying 
people who hand over their life’s 
savings to the likes of Jim Bakker 
believing they’re buying their way to 
Heaven. Their response would pro- 
bably be something like many ‘“‘pro- 
per’’ Christians’ reaction to really in- 
spired gospel music. Despite the 
fact that the words are of sincere 
religious sentiment, they'd likely find 
it vulgar, offensive, and irreverent. | 
bet God would dig it, though. 


Although Gano doesn’t always 
capitalize his H’s, so to-speak, a 
good number of these songs can be 
taken on a religious level. Don’t get 
me wrong. This album does not 
wear a stiff white collar. It’s rather a 
swingin’ sermon, actually. Gano 
knows full well he won’t turn into a 
pillar of salt if he looks back and 
acknowledges the lessons he taught 
and learned on the first album. He 
hasn't left the (less holy) spirit of 
that album entirely behind. Young 
lust, politics, first ladies, friendship, 
life, marriage, death, revolution, 
cops and war, to name a few, are all 
addressed. | mean, just because 
Gano “believes” doesn’t make him 
a monk. And | really doubt he’s 
even ‘‘born again’ in a formal 
sense. In his own words, ‘‘! believe 
in the Father, ! believe in the Son, | 
believe there’s a spirit for 
everyone.”’ There are certainly sillier 
things to believe. 


Well all right. Where are we? Oh 
yes. The music itself. The album is 
produced by Talking Head Jerry 
Harrison, not as incongruous a 
team-up as one might expect. Har- 
rison used to be in Jonathan 
Richman’s Modern Lovers, to whom 
the Femmes are often compared. 


The record sports the largest cast of 
musicians ever assembled on a 
Violent Femmes album. In addition 
to the three Femmes proper, twelve 
artists, collectively The horns of 
Dilemma, contribute to what is the 
most ambitious and musically com- 
plex, if the not the best, of the 


-band’s three LP’s. Two songs here 


account for the darker side of the 
record. One of these, ‘‘Two Peo- 
ple,” is under a minute long. The 
other, “Candlelight Song,” is a 
disturbing piece housing, among 
other instruments, Fred Frith’s 
musical furniture. Either of these 
would fit right in on the first Velvet 
Underground album. 


The single, a cover of T-Rex’s 
“Children of the Revolution,” is the 
most heavily produced track, and as 
such is very different from the 
others. Harrison’s ‘“‘tightening up’’ of 
the band’s sound is most in 
evidence on this track. “‘Love and | 
Me Make Three,” penned by Ritchie 
and De Lorenzo, is a goulash of 
Lynyrd Skynyrd’s “Gimme Three 
Steps” and Three Dog night's ‘“‘Joy 
To The World.” | kept waiting for 
Ritchie, who sings this song, to 
shout, ‘Jeremiah was a 
BULLFROG!”’ “‘Special’’ jerks along 
ringing of Devo, Gang of Four, and 
Talking Heads. A line from Ten- 
nessee Ernie Ford’s working class 
anthem “Sixteen Tons”’ is quoted in 
the chorus. “Broken Hearts” is a 
washboard-style country stomp. 
“Cold Canyon’’ features some im- 
pressive acoustic slide dished up by 
the very talented Leo Kottke. Kot- 
tke’s own records are highly recom- 
mended. This is just a sampling 
from the thirteen songs on The Blind 
Leading the Naked. The cassette 
has an extra track. 


So what’s the verdict? | refuse to 
pass judgment on this record. Like 
the record store owner at the begin- 
ning of this article, I’m torn. | can’t 
decide whether | just like it or 
whether it’s good. You’ll have to 
take some responsibility for yourself 
on this one. | will say one things, 
though. The Violent Femmes 
deserve your money more than the 
PTL Club (or Bruce Springsteen for 
that matter). So anyway. Where is 
the party tonight? 

Jim Neill 


If you or your band have a tape that you would like to see reviewed in these 
pages, send it to ON DECK, c/o OH NO! NOHO!, Box 413, NOHO, MA 01060. 


ON DECK 


Dadavision’s Greatest Fits!!! 


Dadavision’s new mass-market enterprise is their jolliest yet, sixty big minutes of 
madness including not only The Mastermind’s great sound collages, but also sundry 
Stuff from past and present Valley bands such as Lao Tse and the Entropics, The 
Suburban Headswappers and The Pajama Slave Dancers. Memorable moments in- 
clude Lao Tse’s ‘‘total communication,” and a slicko “You Can’t Do It’”’ by the Crystal 
Mittens. 


For fans of out-of-tune guitars, there’s Solid Fun’s “Thanksgiving Up,” a chilling evoca- 
tion of that dreaded holiday. This cassette also preserves the classic “Wild Kingdom’’ 
by the late lamented Suburban Headswappers, for some time a heavily requested 
hit on the Dadavision Radio Program’s Top Ten feature. 


“Are You There, Teddy Bare?” is a processed overlay of a radio cooking show on 
a reggae dub, making a nice juxtaposition with Stiv’s “Fast Food Rap”’ (“I gotta meet 
a woman who knows how to cook”) with its opulent synthesizer-funk backdrop. There’s 
also Vitamin Club’s encomium ‘‘Daxe Rexford,” praising that rock hero in no uncer- 
tain terms: ‘‘He does what he wants to do / Nobody tells him what to do / He will 
live until he’s dead / Daxe Rexford, Daxe Rexford,” followed by Daxe’s recollections 
of early accordion training. Pajama Slave Dancers’ “Spank The Moose,’’ recorded 
live at Chet’s Last Call, is the cherry on the cake. 


In short, it’s the most enjoyable Dadavision compilation so far, whether you like hi- 
tech or crude. Packaging is snappy black and white, including an incredible picture- 
covered cassette. This is top-of-the-line. Buy. 

T. Worthington Hovercraft III 


Christian Death-Live in Hollywood (Roir) 


At volume this 12-song tape from the ‘“‘Hell Comes to Your House”’ vets, Christian 
Death, has the ability to remove pesky salespeople from your-doorstep and change 
your address to 1313 Mockingbird Lane. The cassette starts with a wall of feedback 
that evolves into something that can best be described as Count Chocula narrating 
a film on natural childbirth. The tunes pick up pace so you can dance to Songs cover- 
ing such topics as dead roses, white sheets, pain and things either falling, drowning 
or descending. So gloomy it’s funny. (Even the title, Christian Death... Live...) As much 
fun as Florence Henderson wearing shiny black Nazi boots and brandishing a riding 
crop. A couple of tunes are downright boring because of either repetitive figures or 
excessive length. But | guess that’s part of decomposition. In any case, you may 
patronize the fast-forward gods. 


Sometimes the vocals or bass get lost in the live mix, but given the circumstances 
of feedback, death and Ouija, it ain’t out of place. The Count Chocula guy is all over 
this tape, great! Valor’s guitarwork jumps out and stabs you in the chest with this 
eerie delayed metal thing before you can hit Pause and save your mortal ass. ‘‘Elektra 
Descending,” ‘‘As Evening Falls” and others on this tape make Ozzy and Dio look 
like pussies with a sound that slays me no end. BUY AND DIE!!! 

Long Jon 


Lounge Lizards-Live 79-87 (Roir) 


Before Stranger Than Paradise, before Rose’s Lime Juice, back when John and An- 
ton and Arto were over the cutting edge and not on it, The Lizards created one of 
the most visual sounds ever. Like reading Raymond Chandler, their sound could take 
you down those dark alleys on misty nights, or could get that feeling of waking up 
in strange hotel beds, that brief second of not knowing where you are or even who 
you are. All that and more, captured on cassette from their very first gig at the famous 
Hurrahs in 79 to The Berlin Jazz Festival in 81. Sit back and... 

Vinnie van G. 


Laughing Academy-OfRhyme and Reason (Camaraderie) 


Robert Risher and Jeff Platz are making some of the more interesting music to come- 
out of Boston in a long time. The five songs on this Mr. Curt production are: ‘“‘Negative 
Trend:” Above the driving rhythm section a guitar swerves off the road and into a 
saxophone. The narrator remains oblivious. ‘“‘Insomnia:” A dark poetic reading that 
reminds me of Yeah Yeah No’s gloomier side. “Whispering Small Talk:”’ An Enoish 
trance umbrella. A spooky reading of the definition of said song with a minimalistic 
Bauhaus background and angelic backing vocals. ‘‘A Real Laryngitis Victim:” Frip- 
pian guitars and chimes over whispers of grace and elegance. This tape is highly 
recommended and is available by writing to Laughing Academy, 329 Lamatine St., 
Jamaica Plain, MA 02130. 

Vinnie van G. 


Ray Mason-Breaking In My Soul (Captivating Music) 


Seems like we should change the name of ‘‘On Deck’ to ‘“Ray’s Corner.”” Maybe 
we'll just appoint Ray to the On Deck Hall of Fame. Well, the King of Cassettes record- 
ed this one in his room (like Captivate A Planet and Love. Walk) on a Fostex X-15 4-track, 
and later had it mixed and ‘‘enhanced”’ by Pete Keppler. The two seem to be work- 
ing better than ever, as Breaking In My Soul is the tightest of the three. Ray’s pop 
sensibility is second to none, and the King’s screaming whisper voice has more con- 
fidence behind it than ever, all making for a wonderful 44 minutes, a roller-coaster 
ride of emotion from the heart-draining title track to the humorous down-and-out “‘As 
The Room Spins.” Ray played out at The Iron Horse last month and had a full house 
singing along to a lovely walk through the trilogy of tapes. Hope to see the King play- 
ing out solo more often, and hope to be hearing the next tape soon. Breaking In My 
Soul is available by writing to Ray at 58 Hawley St., NoHo Ma 01060, or at Main Street 
Records in Northampton. 

Vinnie van G. 


Husker Du-Candy Apple Gray (Warner Bros.) 


By the time you read this, Candy Apple Gray may be on vinyl, but for now it’s just 
a promo tape sent out by Warner Brothers with a candy apple on a stick and instruc- 
tions on how to play the tape and eat the apple. Stupid, huh? Warners also calls this 
the Husker Du debut Lp, which is stupider still. Debut... debut... this is their third 
Lp in 12 months... debut... this is their sixth Lp... Stupid the Lp is not. For the band 
has made no compromises. It’s as hard as it’s ever been, though the vocals are more 
up front. Their melodic growing up continues, as does their song-writing ability. 


The tape starts off fast and loud with “Crystal”, a kicking and screaming plea against 
(progress?). Bob Mould gets in a shouting match with his guitar (and you can guess 
who wins). “Don’t Want to Know” is another hard and heavy one with a 60’s tinge 
that tingles. ‘| Don’t Know For Sure” is pure Husker Du and pure rock’n’roll. ‘“‘Sorry 
Somehow”’ has guitar dogfight and a hook pulled out of a hat that amazes all. ‘‘Too 
Far Down” is the “Baby Song” part II (off Flip Your Wig) that unfolds into a tender 
folk song with guts. Side two opens with “Hardly Getting Over It,”’ an acoustic ballad 
(but where the Jesus and Mary Chain’s acoustic ‘“‘Just Like Honey”’ is only another 
ploy to pull the wool over your eyes, this one’s from the heart). ‘‘Dead Set on Destruc- 
tion” is a late 60’s headbanger on a padded wall that can be hummed all day (‘death 
and destruction humm humm death and destruction’) and night. ‘‘Eiffel Tower” has 
classic Husker Du sound, a bit like ‘“‘Hate Paper Doll,”’ etc. And ‘‘No Promise Have 
| Made”’ has tinkling piano, but is a far cry from Vegas schlock. The Lp ends with 
“All This I’ve Done for You’’ and comes head first into a wall of guts and guitars. 


| think this is equal to anything they (or anyone) have ever done, and in time | expect 
it may turn out to be my favorite. | hope someday they’re as rich as Johnny Lydon. 
God bless ’em. 

Vinnie van G. 


CASSETTE ! 


14 Bands + Dadavision’s own 


Brand of Weirdness on a 60 
min. PICTURE cassette 7 


I Here's a check for five bucks made out 
to "Dudavisiin" for their new tape, 


DADAVISIONS 


GREATEST FITS 
ANew DADAVISION 


postpaid. Sent to: Dadavision world 
headauarters/2 Pomeroy Terrace (3-B) 
Northampton, MA 01060, it wus, it was. 
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OH NO! BENEFIT 
AND PEP RALLY 


It snowed like gangbusters but 400 people swarmed the gates of the 
Old School Commons to hear five bands and four deejays perform in 
an all-ages benefit for OH NO! NOHO! organized by Jon Long of Pro- 
ject Adventure. The Cods kicked off, playing their power-trio nuggets- 
style fun kinda rock and roll. They did a great cover of Alex Chilton’s 
“The Letter”’ and a nifty ‘‘Fashion Anti-Fashion Anti-Anti-Fashion”’ with 
their characteristic sincerity and enthusiasm. Despite the fact that the 
monitor system wasn’t together yet, The Cods sounded good in the big 
room. Wonder what they’d be like with a second guitar? Pat On The 


Back was next, their original, indeed unclassifiable music dazzling the 


growing crowd. 


The Nova Mob, all the way from Boston, raised their LSD flag and hanged 
man banner before a packed house. Their new lineup has Kevin Clark 
and Steve Trager doing the singing over the traditional Nova Mob sound, 
a densely woven fabric of guitars covering every inch of the room. Vin- 
nie van Gee characterized their show as “Johnny Lydon fronting The 
Cure doing Monkees covers,’’ but in fact the Mob was quite itself — 
Mike Clark’s monster more symphonic than ever with all new material 
and a new drummer to boot. 


THE MALARIANS 
PAJAMA SLAVE DANCERS 
AT PEARL STREET 


When the lights came up | was captured by pink decor and the crispy taps 
of the Malarians’ drum beat. It was Pearl St. and it was a Wednesday, The 
Malarians were gigging with the ever-popular Pajama Slaves. And | 
guarantee: it was noisy, raucous and fun. It was a stroll down Psychedelic 
Lane and a shot in the vein for the dying victim of indifference, Rock’n’Roll. 


No synthobeat here, this was the real thing, with a real beat, and a real 
electro-fuzz jolt that got you right in your respective hormonal zones. Johnny 
Tomorrow’s dominant guitar riffs brought back memories of that renegade, 
leather-clad cousin playing a mean Telecaster in the back of a bitchin’ rod. 


Bassist Slater Awn’s deadpan portrayal of the “Lone Star Surfer’ brought 
the flock out of its sleepy trance and put them out to dancing pasture to 
“hang ten little doggies!”’ In the throes of a St. Vitus video dance fit, organ 
grinder Mal Thursday lent his own brand of socially relevant pelvic grind 
to the evening’s festivities. 


With Lime Rickey at the sticks, The Malarians were safe in the surroundings 
of this pink deco social club; so they took the risk and ripped out that essential 
sixties ballad “‘Hey Joe.” | don’t know where Joe was headed but he should 
have left his gun at home and come to Pearl St. to check out The Malarians 
with PSD. ° 


Eighth Route Army got the crowd up for keeps with a tight set featur- 
ing an upbeat ‘‘All Dead Radio”’ that may have been the single most 
memorable song of the entire night. Johnny Zhivago, great actor that 
he is, mugged and thrashed his way through hit after hit with the 
demented innocence that makes him a truly charismatic front man. 


Project Adventure closed the show with a high-energy set that kept the 
dancefloor boiling despite the fact that fear of the weather had 
somewhat thinned the crowd. Jon and the boys punched their way 
through ripper-after-ripper, and put the icing on the cake. Viv van Gee 
spun some gogo records on the way out, unleashing some wicked 
breakdancing. 


OH NO! NOHO! sends it warmest thanks to everyone who worked so 
hard and gave so much to make the evening the complete success that 
it was: To the great Jim McDee on the ‘tables, who had his set trun- 
cated by power failure, but filled the floor when he got rolling; to Peter 
Thomson and Vinnie van Gee for riding the silver wheels in style; and 
double thanks to Jim Neill not only for great spinning but for a fantastic 
promotional spot on WMUA. Big thanks to all the bands, but particular- 
ly to The Nova Mob for braving the roads, and to Jon Long and Project 
Adventure for seeing to the billion details and endless preparation — 
booking, postering, phoning, procuring equipment, managing the 
space, etc. etc. etc. — that a big show requires. Extra thanks to all bands 
for highly professional turnovers that made it possible to overcome the 
slow’s slightly late start. And big big thanks to every one of you who 
came through the door, made it the great party it was, and helped keep 
this blasted rag alive. 

Dr. Sax 


Don’t miss another great show like this one. Call your local DJ and demand 
to know when the next Malarians show is!! Come join the “In Crowd, don’t 


be a Schroeder.”’ 
Vic Trinidad 


Vin Tobago here, cousin Vic loves those Malarians, and | do mean any band 
that comes out in white pants and black turtlenecks is ok with me. On top 
of that they’re the hippest pyscho-surf band ever, more rockin’ than The 
Barracudas and more fun than The Moby Grape. But it was the Pajama Slave 
Dancers that | came for. PSD on that big stage — YEOW, | thought, those 
guys are out of control in the basement of Sheehan’s. Give ’em all that room 
and...? Needless to say, they did not disappoint. Stevie did3 flips with a 
Sukahara twist off the SVT stacks during the touching ‘‘Ode To Led Zep- 
pelin.”’ Daxe played two guitars brilliantly — well, as best one can — at the 
same time. And the entire band showed the crowd how to dance, a la F- 
Troop meets Hulk Hogan. 


The show was highlighted by the band’s mock-cover versions of themselves, 
like the 12-minute ‘Who Will Answer?” Yes, in my book this is the finest 
glam rock band ever. 

Vin Tobago 


THE POGUES 
AT THE DOMINION THEATRE, LONDON, ENGLAND 


So there we were... London! We had been seriously looking for THE SCENE, 
scouring local entertainment mags, inconspicuous following punko-looking 
types, when one day we saw on the:marquee Gfffie Dominion Theatre: 
Richard Thompson. Well, that would certainly be a good show. We bought 
our tickets and eagerly walked to the hall on the night of the performance. 
Richard Thompson was to be preceded by three bands — a new 
phenomenon to us but rather common in London. We settled in for a lon 
evening of local and big-time entertainment. The audience was mixed, all 
the way from high punk to strictly Bond Street. For the first two groups the 
people were politely enthusiastic. S&M enjoyed the English versions of 
American country rock as much as everyone else. 


Then the third band came on. Let's just Say we were totally unprepared and 
were totally blown away. The Pogues ambled quietly onto the stage. Lead 
. Singer Shane MacGowan carried an acoustic guitar and sported a band-aid 
over his slightly swollen eyebrow. Rhythm was provided by a wild man on 
floor tom and cymbal, accompanied by the talented bass player Cait O’Rior- 
dan. Other members played additional guitars, accordions, pipes and ban- 
jos. Musically, we would call them updated Irish folk. Their songs were Irish 
as can be, all about love, pain, drinking, war, death and living — in general, 
LIFE. The reaction of the audience was stupendous. They were on their feet 
shouting and singing along. An Irish flag was unfurled. Towards the end 
of the set a large portion of the audience was on the stage accompanying 
the band in a most rowdy, drunken and heartfelt way. 


Although we saw many other good bands while in London (including Richard 
Thompson), The Pogues remain the high point of our musical adventures. 
If ae have a chance to see this group, DON’T PASS IT UP! Your friends 
will be driving you crazy raving about it. In the meantime we recommend 
their record, Rum, Sodomy & The Lash on Stiff Records. It will give you an 
inkling of what they are up to and, hopefully spur you on to their sey 
& M 


THE POGUES 
AT PEARL STREET 


After weeks of preparation, (drinking, listening to all the Pogues’ records, 
drinking, and drinking and memorizing all the words so | could sing along, 
and drinking...), it finally happened in our home town. The Pogues, the 
greatest band in the world, (at least to anyone who knows the words and 
has a six o’stout in ’em), in our own town. Seemed like everyone had the 
same idea as me: get there early and drink. We were treated to lokal yokals 
Pie Fight in their finest performance ever. The three-piece band had no trou- 
ble filling that huge stage, and played their hearts out to an almost com- 
pletely won-over crowd. Unfortunately their sharp-witted humor was aimed 
a little too high (at the head and not the liver) for some. Their “Yuppie Boogie” 
was challenged by a few too-hearty souls who started singing “‘Dirty Old 
Town”’ an hour early. 


The boys and girl from County Hell kicked things off with a little spaghetti 
western double jig that got the crowd reelin’. Shane Steps forward front and 
center and with slow graveley yelp begins ‘‘The Sick Bed of Cuchulainn,”’ 
one of Mr. McGowan’s finest stories, so full of imagery and passion, about 
an old geezer who’s lived a long life but knows he’s on the way out and 
confronts life in the raw and celebrates it. The third line in and Shane nar- 
rates, “You need one more drop of poison and you'll dream of foreign lands.”’ 
On cue, | raise my glass and close my eyes. 


The band plows straight into ‘Streams of Whiskey”’ and informs us they 
are going any whichway the winds may be blowing, and have arrived where 
the streams of whiskey are flowing. Three songs into the show and the sellout 
crowd have had two dozen instructions to raise the glass. It keeps up with 
““Billy’s Bones”’ and ‘‘Transmetropolitan’” and you've never seen so many 
bloody Irish converts in Northampton. “Pair of Brown Eyes,”’ the melancholy 
roll through death and love, is a singalong hit, but the next song, an easygo- 
ing remake of Ewan McColl’s (Christie’s dad) “Dirty Old Town,” makes it 
seem like everybody in the whole house knows the words, (but of course 
they all grew up with it and were singing it in the womb, right?). The raucous 
instrumental “Cats of Kilkenny” (who are wild cats that when they fight claw 
themselves to pieces till there’s nothing left) has nearly the same effect on 
the dancers, who are reelin’ just like their folks did in the old country. Cait 
O'Riordan, the only one in the band with a decent set of teeth, calms the 
crowd down a bit with the traditional ballad ‘I’m A Man You Don’t Meet Every 
Day,’’ though | don’t know how many of the drooling young lads would be 
free and easy when drinking with the lady. Shane stumbles up again and 
passes out a case of beers to the front row, which is a really moving ex- 
perience. This is no star trying to win votes, this is like blood to the guy and 
he gives all of himself to an audience. 


For an encore the band does “The Boys From County Hell’’ off their first 
Ip, Red Roses for Me. Shane sings through the eyes of Tom Waits’ old drinker 
taken out of the roadhouse and slung into the gutter outside a pub, ‘‘and 
it's lend me ten pound and I'll buy you a drink.” Then Christ if | almost don’t 
cry when they break into ‘‘Waltzing Matilda.’”’ More than any other band I’ve 
seen, The Pogues seem to hold a preternatural quality of crowd communica- 
tion that goes far beyond audience participation. There is more to this than 
knowing all the words. During the song, the front four rows, about 45 long, 
have their arms around each other, and there | am with me new-found soul 
mates, passing beer after beer and singing or humming one of the tenderest 
anti-war ballads. 


Coming out for another encore, the band nods to the audience in thanks 
and plays “The Wild Rover” like it’s never been. The crowd does their 
damnedest to outshine the band, six hundred drunken bastards howling for 
repentance. “‘And it’s no, nay, never / No nay never no more / And | pro- 
mise to play the wild rover no more.”’ Yeah, right? And so we all go over 
to the Bay State for last call. 


Vinnie van Gee 


THE CRUZADOS 
SMASH PALACE 
AT THE PARADISE, BOSTON 


You know these guys from their recent hit ‘‘Motorcycle Girl.”’ They are a 
new version of the Hollywood-based group The Plugz who have been in limbo 
the past few years due to various label problems. The Plugz were a favorite 
of ours; their music a combination of solid rock with a Mexican influence 
and a hard-core edge. Having received their record, Cruzados (Arista), for 
Christmas, we weren’t sure what to expect from their live show. The record 
is a well-produced collection of songs which are catchy and retain the flavor 
of the old Plugz. The show absolutely outdid the record. Their energy and 
rough edge combined with technical expertise make for a great show. 


The line-up of the band has been changed, with a new lead guitarist. We 
missed Steven Hufsteter’s moody stage presence and awe-inspiring guitar, 
but their new member is an impressive musician in his own right. His solid 
accompaniment and neo-psychedelic solos were definitely a plus. The other 
band members were as good, if not better than ever. Tito Larriva’s vocals 
are strong and his songs are tuneful, hard and inspiring. The rhythm sec- 
tion, made up of Chalo Quintana on drums and Tony Marsico on bass car- 
ried the set with their solid, groove-infested performance. The show includ- 
ed most of the songs from their album as well as a rendition of Link Wray’s 
‘“‘Rumble”’ (an old Plugz favorite). All in all it was an enjoyable evening of 
loud, hard rock with that California/Mexican sound that we just don’t hear 
around here. 


Opening for The Cruzados was Smash Palace, known for their radio hit 
‘Borderline’. This group is very safe, if not a bit tiring. Their music is 
mainstream pop/rock. Nothing special. 

S&M 


PAJAMA 
BEACH 
PARTY 


SEE IT! 


HEAR IT! LIVE IT! 


The Outrageous Film by PSD 
The New L.P. by Local Heroes PSD 
The Record Release Party 
April Fool’s Masquerade Ball 
Pearl St. April 2nd 
w/guests 


Pajamarama Recording Artists 
The Bamboo Steamers 


THE ZULUS 
THE PRIME MOVERS 
AT JOHNNY D’S, ALLSTON 


The Zulus???? What kind of name is that for a band? They are, in a word, 
Insane. These veterans of the music scene (some are ex-members of Human 
Sexual Response) have come up with a crazy, jumpy, abrasive style of music 
that causes people to worm their way up front to see what’s going on. Larry 
Bangor, the lead singer, dressed in an unbelievably tacky houndstooth check 
leisure suit, twitched with abandon and energy that made us laugh and 
marvel. Guitarist Rich Gilbert provided the perfect manic and at times fran- 
tic but well-executed backup for Bangor. The drumming (by Malcolm Travis) 
was solid, steady and innovative, and together with the bass (Rich Cortese) 
provided perfect raunchy rhythm reminiscent of the Gun Club Death Party 
period. We were so impressed that M. went to T.T. The Bear’s the next week 
to see the Zulus again and is now a full-fledged fan. This is a band that’s 
not afraid to be different. Go see them. Buy their record. 


Opening for the Zulus were Boston local heroes The Prime Movers. These 
guys are talented high-energy performers. They are tighter every time we 
see them. | hope they keep going and make it out of this town someday. 

S&M 


THE JESUS AND MARY CHAIN 
AT THE CHANNEL, BOSTON 


| am baffled by all of the hullaballoo surrounding the mini-tour of the Scot- 
tish band, The Jesus and Mary Chain. Being touted as the most controver- 
sial band since The Sex Pistols, one who is not familiar with their music 
could suffer some extreme high hopes from all this hype. 


The sign outside The Channel warned of the JAMC 20-minute set, and pro- 
ceeded to say they would take the stage promptly at 12 AM. Not so!! A typical 
hyped show with no surprises. Late, as fashionably late can be, the JAMC 
appeared at 12:45 AM to an angered audience primed for some displays 
of crass behavior. Vocalist Jim Reid takes the stage and stares intently on 
the audience, and starts the set with ‘‘Horror Show’ from their brand- 
spanking new LP Psycho Candy. Both bassist (Doug Hart) and guitarist (Bill 
Reid) faced their amps and created their patented feedback-distortion sound. 
Rolling along, comes ‘‘Just Like Honey,”’ their ‘‘pop-hit’’ minus the female 
vocals. 


Murray Dalglish, playing on the two-piece drum kit, banged out the most 
melancholy sounds with his mini-baseball bat sticks, while his rather mop- 
pish hair swung to and fro across his face. 


Playing loud and offering no raucous behavior as most of the audience (spor- 
ting JAMC hairdos) were waiting for, the JAMC spun through half of their 
new material and some “‘oldies’’. | guess for $6.50 admission hearing 
““Suck’’, “‘Never Understand,” ‘You Trip Me Up” and “‘Upside Down”’ was 
a fair deal, (even if they left out their best cover, ‘‘Vegetable Man’’). The 
JAMC left ears bleeding and some people’s expectations dashed, but 
hopefully next time around they will be less inhibited. So much for the 
Hullaballoo!! 


Uzi, a local fave in Bean-Town, opened with a powerful set of heavy guitar 
(reserved metal) and some real fine drumming, backed with spooky tape 
effects. They captivated the audience and sent chills down my spine with 
their bass-lines. 

V. Spud 


JOHNNY COPELAND 
AT PEARL STREET 


A small but appreciative crowd was on hand at Pearl Street to see Johnny 
Copeland and his band do exactly what they do best — rock the house. 
| think the crowd size suffered from the fact that it was finals week, proving 
that there really are some serious students out there. But those who blew 
off their studying were justly rewarded. 


John’s shoot-from-the-hip style of guitar playing has finally earned him in- 
ternational acclaim, and he has been recently touring with fellow Texan Stevie 
Ray Vaughan. His last area appearance was as the opening act at the UMass 
Spring Concert, where he was the highlight of the day. But whether he’s 
playing for thousands or in a club, the result is predictable. You'll start bop- 
pin’ at first, your head will involuntarily start swaying in time, and then your 
feet will start wearing a hole in the dance floor, and you’ll break into a bona 
fide sweat. By the end of the night, you’ll feel drained but entertained. 


When Johnny says, “‘Let’s get down to some good ole Texas boogie,” the 
swinging begins. He demonstrated this on numbers like ‘‘Love Utopia,”’ 
“Houston”, and ‘‘Devil’s Hand.” Also included were a number of selections 
from the Alligator record Showdown, on which he teams up with Robert Cray 
and Albert Collins. Joining the festivities during the second set was drum- 
mer Kenny Johnson, who was with James Cotton for many years. He touched 
off a kind of steel band-type jam, a brief departure from the prevalent blues- 
swing sound. Johnny managed to overcome some amplifier problems, and 
in his usual ebullient manner, partied with the grateful audience until the 
house lights came on. 

Brez 
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THE NEVILLE BROTHERS 
AT THE OLD SCHOOL COMMONS 


So... does anybody know what jockamo feena hey means? And just who 
is the Mighty Koodee Fiyo? 


If you could make out what the Neville Brothers were singing at the Center 
for the Arts, you might be wondering. Chances are you didn’t hear many 
of the lyrics, though, since the Center is a converted junior-high auditorium 
with the acoustics of a box canyon. In spite of a valiant effort by Klondike 
at the mixing board (and he’s the best there is around here), The Nevilles’ 
intricate vocals floated on top of the mix like the skimpy head on a glass 
of bad draft beer. (Remember the stuff they used to serve at The Rusty Nail?) 


Speaking of beer — there wasn’t any. This was a strictly no-booze affair, 
thanks to the liquor liability insurance mess. It made for a weird atmosphere, 
something like a Mardi Gras party in Salt Lake City. 


But it really didn’t matter, because The Nevilles delivered their bone-crushing 
New Orleans R&B grooves, proving once again that-they are the best dance 
band in the world. Drummer Willie Green, the Zig Modeliste of the 80’s, 
sounded especially awesome in the room’s bottom-heavy resonance. His 
rimshots ripped out of the PA like Marvin Hagler hooks. Bassist Darryl 
Johnson — dressed like some back-alley Prince in a long raincoat and no 
shirt — showed that he knew how to lay down the funk (or ‘‘fonk” as they 
say in N.O.) without resorting to the rococo slap-and-pop doodling that 
messes up the bottom of too many current bands. On guitar, Brian Stolz 
(hey look, a White guy) scratched out rhythms and launched an occasional 
psychedelic solo. 


But the brothers are the show: Aaron at center stage in a sleeveless 
camouflage T-shirt, looking menacing and shy at the same time, bobbing 
and weaving, cowbell in hand; Art at center stage right behind his keyboards, 
smiling out from under a ‘‘Return of the Jedi”’ cap; Cyril to the left, manning 
the congas, timbales and a dozen other percussion instruments, singing 
in his urgent, husky voice; Charles next to Aaron, blowing his sax, singing 
backing vocals and hammering his cowbell. (The cowbell is the talisman 
of this band, the symbol of their rhythmic force, and they bring enough 
onstage to outfit a herd of Holsteins). 


Assuming that you didn’t nod off during Guitar Junior’s warm-up set — the 
kind of tepid, uninspired shuffling that gives the blues a bad name — then 
the first few notes of ‘‘Hey Pocky-Way”’ should have shot you into immediate 
ecstasy. This is a band that hits the groove BOOM, as John Madden would 
say, just like that. If you can stand still when they’re playing, you're dead. 


A typical Nevilles’ show falls into three sections, a concise beginning-middle- 
end structure that would make Aristotle smile (assuming he could dig the 
fonk). They start with a medley that unrolls from “‘Hey Pocky”’ into “‘Hand 
Jive’ and maybe ‘‘Do You Wanna Dance”’ and whatever else strikes their 
fancy. Then they wind down to a mellow interlude with Aaron’s falsetto vocals 
up front (‘The hulk with the voice of an angel,”’ as Art introduced him) before 
cranking it back up into more heavy stuff at the end. 


During Aaron’s intermezzo, The Nevilles rolled out a couple of new tunes 
evidently aimed at the lowest-common-denominator mentality of Top-40 
radio. The tunes were good enough, but it seemed like a waste to hear Aaron 
croon ‘‘I love you’’ over and over against a background of generic ballad- 
rock. Why should these guys have to sound like Toto to make it big? 


* Apparently the Nevilles were using Northampton as a dress rehearsal and 
yuppie test market before playing their new material in New York for the 
stoneheads who run the record business. The thought of the Nevilles hav- 
ing to showcase makes me shudder — these are absolute masters, grown 
men in their 40’s, not some garage band — but hey... if there was any justice 
in the music biz, Barry Manilow would be singing in some Holiday Inn lounge, 
right? 


Anyway, the new tunes led right to ‘‘Tell It Like It Is,’’ a staple of all Nevilles’ 
shows. The song was a hit for Aaron in 1967. It’s as sappy in some ways 
as the new Top-40 tunes, but it’s much better: deeper, more heartfelt. Aaron 
must have sung it a million times, but he still sounds as if he’s going to break 
down and cry before he gets to the end. (If The Nevilles are going to put 
out a single for radio airplay, they ought to put ‘‘Tell It” on the flip side and 
see what the Dus play. If a lousy remake of ‘‘You Send Me” could be a hit, 
think what a great new version of ‘Tell It” might do). 


After ‘‘Tell It” they took the clamps off Willie Green — who had been laying 
down basic parts that would have made Ringo proud — and unleashed the 
wicked syncopation again.-They played the best version of Jimmy Buffett’s 
“Key to the City” that you’re ever likely to hear, gave Charles room to stretch 
out on Duke Ellington’s ‘‘Caravan’”’, and slammed the lid down with “Africa”, 
a carry-over from Art’s days with The Meters. 


| hope the new “‘contemporary radio” tunes make these guys rich and 
famous. They deserve it — in fact, they’re way overdue. In the meantime, 
| hope Jordi Herold keeps bringing them back here. We need all the jockamo 


feena hey we can get. 
D.B. Watts 
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AT THE UNIVERSITY OF MASSACHUSETTS, AMHERST 


SPRING SCHEDULE 1986 


SUNDAY 


7-10 PM ROCK & ROLL MEMORY 
TIME With Aaron Mintz 
10-11 PM SPIN UNDERGROUND 


6-10 AM GLORY ROAD GOSPEL 
10 AM-NOON ZAMIR 
NOON-2 PM UNDERCURRENTS 


(Public Affairs) MUSIC (One per Month) 
2-7 PM COUNTRY, BLUES & 10 PM-2 AM DADAVISION 
BLUEGRASS 2-6 AM BEDSPINS 
MONDAY 
6-9 AM PSYCHO BROADWAY <5 PM NEWS 
<9 AM NEWS 6-7 PM FOCUS (Public Affairs) 
9 AM-NOON STORMY MONDAY 7-10 PM CONCEPTO LATINO 
BLUES With Blue Bill <9 PM NEWS 
<NOON NEWS 10 PM-2 AM RAMBLIN’ ANNE 
NOON-3 PM INSTANT VIBRATIONS (Progressive Rock) 
(Reggae) 2-6 AM BEDSPINS 


3-6 PM THE CASUAL SUITE (BMCP) 


TUESDAY 


6-9 AM DANCING TOOTHBRUSH <5 PM NEWS 
VARIETY SHOW 6-7 PM WOMEN’S MEDIA 
<9 AM NEWS PROJECT 
9 AM-NOON TUESDAY’S JUST AS 7-10 PM HELL’S QUARRY (Pro- 
BAD With Blue Lisa gressive Rock) 
<NOON NEWS <9 PM NEWS 


NOON-3 PM RADIOACTIVITY 10 PM-2 AM NON-TOXIC RADIO 
(Dixieland Jazz with Hue) (Progressive Rock) 
3-6 PM SCOTTY DREAD (Reggae) 2-6 AM BEDSPINS 


WEDNESDAY 


6-9 AM SING ABOUT IT — <45 PM NEWS 
<9 AM NEWS 6-7 PM SPORTSLINE 
9 AM-NOON STOLEN MOMENTS 7-10 PM PROCESSION TOWARDS 
(Jazz) LEARNING LAND 
<NOON NEWS <9 PM NEWS 


NOON-3 PM IN ONE EAR 10 PM-2 AM TERPSICHOREAN 
With Vinnie van Gee CACOPHONY With Jim Neill 
3-6 PM SCHOOLYARD EMISSIONS 2-6 AM GUERRILLA RADIO 


THURSDAY 


6-9 AM GRAPEFRUIT IF YOU MUST <5 PM NEWS 


<9 AM NEWS 6-7 PM UMASS HOTLINE With Bill 
9 AM-NOON CONCEPTO LATINO Stepchew 

<NOON NEWS 7-10 PM THE CHIC (BMCP) 
NOON-3 PM SWING TO THE LEFT <9 PM NEWS 


With Peter Thomson 
3-6 PM HIP NOISES With Ben 
Wilder : 


10 PM-2 AM MARC ELLIOT (BMCP) 
2-6 AM HOUSE OF FUN (Pro- 
gressive Rock) 


6-9 AM JAZZ IN SILHOUETTE <5 PM NEWS 
<9 AM NEWS : 6-7 PM BAKERS DOZEN (Comedy) 
9 AM-NOON CONCEPTO LATINO 7-10 PM SOUNDS OF THE CITY 
<NOON NEWS With Daddy Neil (BMCP) 
NOON-3 PM ART DECADE (Pro- <9 PM NEWS 
gressive Rock) 10 PM-2 AM NON-SEQUITUR 


3-6 PM SOUL FURNACE THEATRE With Peter Lee 
With Jim McD. 2-6 AM BEDSPINS 


SATURDAY 


6-8 AM REAL LIFE RADIO (Christian 6-7 PM REPORTS IN COLOR 
Rock) (Public Affairs) 


8 AM-1 PM POLKA BANDSTAND 7-10 PM MIX MASTER MIKE 

With Billy Belina (BMCP) 
1-3 PM CONCEPTO LATINO 10 PM-2 AM THE PRINCE (BMCP) 
3-6 PM THE FUNCTION (BMCP) 2-6 AM THE QUIET TOUCH (BMCP) 
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Let’s begin where we left you last issue: Japan. The three individuals who 
comprised the Y.M.O. have continued to work on solo projects. HARUMI 
HOSONO has followed his two recent albums with an Ep called FOE, which 
stands for Friends of Earth. It contains four electronic songs that vary from 
hip-hop scratch rap (‘‘Bodysnatchers’’) to a tribute to the pioneers of Techno- 
Pop, Kraftwerk, O.M.D., and the Y.M.O. entitled ‘“World Famous Techno- 
Pop.” YUKIHIRO TAKAHASHI has released an LP on Tent/Canyon records 
titled Once A Fool, with only one English vocal on it, a remake of Todd Run- 
dgren’s “‘l Saw The Light.” It appears he will only market to the UK/US au- 
diences on Cocteau records when he has a complete LP of tracks written 
in English. RIUCHI| SAKAMOTO released one picture disc single on Midi 
records with Akiko Yano providing the vocals. It’s called ‘Steppin’ Into Asia.” 
it’s a hauntingly beautiful melody that would cut it on the progressive city 
dance floors due to the masterful midtempo drum work. Mr. Sakamoto teams 
up with KOHARU KISARAGI on a similar tune, ‘‘Neo-Plant’”, which would 
sound right at home in any hip-hopping club that serves sushi. For all the 
JOHN LYDON fans, it should be of interest to know that Riuchi is the drum- 
mer on the latest PIL Lp called Album. PIL also has the superb bassist Bill 
Laswell working on the latest record. Now if they could only find a talented 
singer. 


ANNE CLARK isn’t a singer and rightfully doesn’t attempt to be. What she 
does is effectively recite her heartfelt poems over perfectly counterpointed 
music created by David Harlow, (avoid the Pressure Points Lp produced by 
John Foxx). Her latest 12” single, ‘‘True Love Tales,” is for any cynical or 
disillusioned lover, as well as lovers of innovative “‘pop’’ records. If angelic 
pop is more your cup of tea, BANANARAMA will be pouring their “True Con- 
fessions” out of a radio near you, soon. Speaking of angelic, I'm going to 
rush off to Main St. Records as soon as | finish typing this to grab a copy 
of KATE BUSH’s Alternative Hounds of Love Ep with non-Lp track on the 
B-side. Since it’s Feb. 19, you should have heard it by now. If not, dial 91.1 
EM then dial 545-3691 on Thursdays from 3:00-5:00 pm. I’m on until 6:00 
pm, but the last hour is reserved for electro-dance and urban contemporary 
music. 


MINISTRY is following up their staccato “Over The Shoulder” 12” single 
with an album in March called Twitch. is the name of the MODERN 
ENGLISH due out at the same time. BILL NELSON will follow his Vistamix 
Lp (a compilation of material released in England) with another U.S. album 
on Portrait Records around March 20th. : 


If you’re not aware by now, Elvis Costello is phasing out his former stage 
name and going by DECLAN PATRICK ALOYSIUS McMANUS. Aloysius 
is the one not on his birth certificate. Declan added it “in honor of the years 
lost to the character he had created and who had taken over his life.”’ His 
new album, Kings of America, should be on the radio and in the shops by 
now if CBS doesn’t continue to drag. its feet. Declan has Elvis’ band 
(Presley’s, that is), Hall & Oates’ horn section and The Attractions among 
the players. He should upset quite a few people expecting clever pop ar- 
rangements and wordplay, but enthrall true music lovers. 


Since it’s been a while between issues, | must tell you of a few releases 
already out, so they don’t get lost in the shuffle. STANTON MIRANDA’s 
“Wheels Over Indian Trails” is a marvelous Indipop dance number (OZQ 


‘d.j.’s please note — the vocal is on the flip side). If you like the Cocteau 


Twins and the Clan of Xymox, you should be hepnotized by the DEAD CAN 
DANCE’s 2nd Lp, Spleen and Ideal. GRACE JONES is picking up the pace 
on an upbeat mix of ‘‘Slave To The Rhythm.” More techno-pop for right 
now: THOMAS LEER’s Lp One on a Scale of Ten, TELEX’s album Wonder- 
ful World, PAUL HAIG’s Lp The Warp of Pure Fun, and CHRIS AND COSEY’s 
best record to date, Techno-Primitiv. 


NEW ORDER’s latest single ‘‘Shell-Shock’’, produced by John Robie, is 
included on the Pretty in Pink soundtrack, but you can avoid all the other 
dreck by waiting for the 12”’ single, which should have an extra cut and be 
cheaper than the Lp as well. Vince Clarke’s new band ERASURE (‘‘Who 
Needs Love Like That”) are due for an album release on Sire called 
Wonderland. A few days ago | was fortunate to snag an import Ep by 
DEPECHE MODE which features 5 tracks led by ‘‘Stripped”’. They’re still 
at the forefront of avant-electro pop to me ears. | will be truly stunned if | 
ever hear this extended single on the ‘‘Hot-Wet Spot.’’ 


| first saw TALK TALK as the opening act on the former Mr. Costello’s Im- - 


perial Bedroom tour. Here’s hoping their new Lp The Color of Spring lives 
up to the potential they displayed then. BRYAN FERRY’s follow-up to his 
successful Boys & Girls Lp is ‘‘Is Your Love Strong Enough,” ANNA DOMINO 
is getting airplay on some rhythm radio stations with her exotic midtempo 
import single ‘‘Take That.” BETTY WRIGHT is back with a bluesy-soul 
weeper, “Pain”. HECTOR ZAZOU, born in Algiers, met Zaire native BONY 
BIKAYE in Paris, and the result was a mesmerizing fusion of African 
polyrhythms, sensual jazz, and state-of-the-art euro-dance technology. The 
Ip’s called Mr. Manger by ZAZOU BIKAYE, and it’s distributed in the U.S. 
by Pow Wow. If you want to get into the instant Funk groove, check out 
EVELYN THOMAS’ “Cold Shoulder.” If your taste leans more toward 
Chocolette, ‘“‘Hey Boy” by TAMMY LUCAS should satiate. The funkmaster 
GEORGE CLINTON is coming out with as 12” “Do Fries Go,” and if 

you’re up for five live minutes of funk, NICOLE asks ‘‘Don’t You Want My 
Love?” The word from Chicago’s D. J. Int’l says MR. FINGERS is ready 
to play, and SINNAMON (‘‘Thanks To You”) says ‘‘Say It Again.” “Slap 


You Back” on Jump Street is a downtempo groove from EXCEPTION. Con- 


temporary Urbanites should look for albums from JERMAINE STEWART 
(Frantic Romantic), and the JONZUN CREW (Money Isn’t Everything). The 
PBR-STREET GANG have created an earthy funk piece of vinyl with 
Spoonee Gee overtones labeled “Chemical Pollution.” It’s been a little while 
since ‘‘Object of My Desire,” so STARPOINT is releasing ‘‘Restless’”’. Most 
raps either bore or irritate me, but now and then an intelligent number like 
“Hs Like That” comes along. One of the Ghetto Brothers (1st born) tells 
me to listen for WHISTLE’s ‘‘Just Buggin,” so my ears are open and waiting. 
High-NRG fans say LES LEE’s “I’m The One You Want” is the one to get. 
Another | hear is QUEST’s ‘Mind Games.” The Ryan Brothers (Pat & Den- 
nis) are raving about ‘‘New Toy” by THE FLIRTS... Then again Dennis lov- 
ed Ah-HA. Oh well, we'll see. 


The “Fetish” couple VISCIOUS PINK are back with more Euro-electro dance 
titled ‘‘Take Me Now.” In the same vein but with New York Funhouse flavor 


_ is STIMULATION’s self-titled 12”’ on Twin Tower records. Another club scor- 


cher they say is ‘‘Sweetheart” by RAINY DAVIS (Supertronics). C-BANK 
with Erasmus Hall has a cut that’s ‘‘Good To The Last Drop.” The driving, 
spunky melody that keeps me going is “Heartbeat” from the German release 


“by NED PROFIT & this is the bottom line. 


Sincearly, 


Ben Wilder 


MR. MAINSTREAM 
»POMO ECLECTICO JUKEBO 
(NYC STYLEE) 


.-Cream-/ Feel Free (Original LP cut) 

- BB&Q-(Don’t Leave It) On The Shelf (12”) 
v Arthur Alexander-The Girl That Radiates 
That Charm (Import compilation LP cut) 
yJimmy Lunceford-Let’s Go Slumming 
(Down Park Avenue) (LP cut) 
yKraftwerk-The Robots (LP cut) 


‘Lizzy Mercier Descloux-Funky Stuff (Lp 


cut) 

Gil Scott Heron-(What’s The Word?) Johan- 
nesburg (12”’ reissue) 

- AC/DC-Highway To Hell (reissue 7’’) 

Chuck Brown & The Soul Searchers- 
Bustin’ Loose (used bin LP cut) 

- Donovan-Barabajagal (LP cut) 

Dick Clark-American Bandstand Theme 


DADDY NEIL 
> SOUNDS OF THE CITY 


Joyce Sims-Al! & All 

Colonel Abrams-/’m Not Gonna Let It 

Nu Shooz-/ Can’t Wait 

» Stimulation-Stimulation 

Cherrele-Saturday Love (Remix) 

Jocelyn Brown-Love’s Gonna Get You 

Phyllis Nelson-/ Like You 

Full Force-Unselfish Lover (12”’ Remix) 

The Subject-The Magic, The Moment 

Janet Jackson-What Have You Done for Me 
Lately? 


-VINNIE VAN G. 
> IN ONE EAR 


Bamboo Steamers-Millions of Pieces 

Beat Therapy-Holiday in Beirut 

Dondi B.-Erin Again 

»-Cods-The Letter (Extended Remix) 

Dinosaur-The Bulbs of Passion 

Eighth Route Army-All Dead Radio 

v Al Fuller-Something About A Taxi 

Cheri Knight-Breathe 

v The Llamas-Poor Day for Shopping 

y Malarians-7Tuesday’s Child 

Ray Mason-Breaking In My Soul 

Needles-Living in Limbo 

Nova Mob-/ Can’t Find It 

Pajama Slave Dancers-Pajama Beach 
Party 

Pie Fight-Pats Rap 

Pocket Fishermen-Reverie 

Project Adventure-Punks On Easy Street 

vy Rapture of the Deep-Under Quabbin 

v Thanks To Robert Brown-7The Food Song 


SIDEWALK SAM 
> THE STREET BEAT 


yJermaine-Sing Hallelujah (Dub) 

Phyllis Nelson-/ Like You 

v Tremaine-Fall Down on Me 

v Starpoint-Object of My Desire 
Whitney Houston-How Will | Know 

Billy Ocean-When The Going Gets Tough 
vPrincess-Say /’m Your Number One 
Nine Point Nine-/ Like The Way You Dance 
 Clymaxx-Love Bandit 

v Sade-it’s Never As Good as the First Time 


JIM NEILL 
> TERP TWELVE 


y Malarians-Cassette 

Luxury Condos (Compilation) 

v Sheriff Jack-Let’s Be Nonchalant 

Hybrid Gyrations-Volume /! 

- The Go-Betweens-Liberty Bell & the Black 
Diamond Express 

v The Chills-Kaleidoscope World 

Tommy Keene-Song From The Film 

Naked Prey-Under The Blue Marlin 

The Gonnells-Darker Days 

The Rattlers-Rattled 

Camper van Beethoven-Camper van 
Beethoven II 

The Windbreakers-Run 


TONY S. 
> NOCTURNES OF NOTE 


»~Clannad-Macalla _ 

Level 42-World Machine 

“10,000 Maniacs-The Wishing Chair 

Long Ryders-State of Our Union 

Fine Young Cannibals- 

Simply Red-Picture Book 

Pretty in Pink Soundtrack- 

~The Dream Academy- (Everything but 
“Life in a Northern Town’’) 

Prefab Sprout-Two Wheels Good 

Steel Pulse-Babylon The Bandit 


VICTOR DE LORENZO 
OF THE VIOLENT FEMMES 


Conducted by James Neill at WMUA on November 14, 1985 preceding their performance 
at the Blue Wall on the UMass campus. Present and contributing questions were: Ran- 
dy Peacock, Josh Belknap, Patrick Mahoney and Leslie Nakajima. 


The last time you played around here was a 
few years ago at the now-defunct Hangar One. 


Yeah. We had a good time at the Hangar. That 
was a really fun show. Quite a turnout so early 
in our touring career. 


Tonight’s show is sold out. 


Really? We haven't released an album in over 
a year and a half and every place we’ve played 
we've sold out way in advance. | guess that 
means we’re doing something right but | don’t 
know what it is. 


Jason and the Scorchers were supposed to 
play a date here a few days ago, but UPC had 
to cancel due to poor ticket sales... and they 
cost more to book than you guys. 


They cost more than us? You shouldn’t tell me 
these things. 


Sorry. 
Have you seen their show? 


Yeah. Easter Sunday at Pearl Street. It was a 
blast. 


Yeah. We've played with them a couple of times, 
and | really like those guys. | think their last album 
was really good. 


What about your new record? (At the time of 
this interview, The Blind Leading the Naked 
had not yet been released. It has since come 
out and is reviewed in this issue). 


We're spending a lot of time recording and mix- 
ing to get it just right. The release date has been 
pushed back several times. It was originally go- 
ing to be out last September. There are thirteen 
songs on the album and fourteen on the cassette. 
One of the songs is only thirty seconds long. 


Is it a weird album? How would you compare 
it to the first two? 


Well, don’t you think every album we've made 
has been weird? 


| suppose, but could you explain your ideology 
behind making them his way? Are they weird 
on purpose? 


Well, the whole ideology behind, for example, 
Hallowed Ground was the same as the one we 
had on the first album, which was ‘“‘these are the 
songs we want to do on this album, and let’s 
record them as best we can and then worry later 
about how they integrate into some kind of col- 
lection or structure.” We are a very eclectic band 
and pretty well versed in different kinds of music. 
| think we-can pull something like that off better 
than a lot of bands because we’re not trying to 
duplicate or emulate any kind of roots that we 
supposedly would say we have. It’s more or less 
like we’re taking these things that we like to listen 
to and doing them in our own way. We don’t set 
out to do, say, a country song the way The Carter 
Family would do it. Our style is based on not hav- 
ing any style. We go with gut level feelings. Even 
though our records may seem scattered to some 
people, to us they make perfect sense because 
we’re feeling very good about doing every song. 
it’s not like ‘‘Oh, we need a real fast uptempo 
rock thing here,” etc. It doesn’t work that way. 
We’re very selfish to our own desires. We feel 
that’s the one way we'll probably never be com- 
promised. We’ll always record what we want to 
- do. Whether or not the record company will 
release it is another story. There are, however, 
certain compromises | feel are necessary when 
you’re recording for a big label. You can’t just 
- exploit them. They give us a lot of support and 
money and there is a certain level of give and 
take that you can attain without making major ar- 
tistic sacrifices. 


What kind of music do you listen to? 


Everything from reggae to esoteric jazz to 
classical to show songs. 


Have you heard the NRBQ/Skeeter Davis 
album? 


(Enthusiastically) No! But | really want to. I’m a 
big NRBQ fan. 


What’s the last record you bought? 


Kate Bush, The Hounds of Love, which | thought 
was a total disappointment. The Dreaming is such 
a masterpiece and for her to come out three years 
later with something as shitty as this is sad. She’s 
taken_a real downward spiral. 


What do you think of Suzanne Vega? 

We just played with her down in New York. She’s 
interesting... a bit on the wimpy side. She’s okay. 
She can be touching sometimes. 


| agree. A lot of people love her but | think her 


lyrics are like sub-Sylvia Plath high school ~ 


poetry drivel. 


The Bell Jar with jam in it. | like 10,000 Maniacs. 
They’re fantastic. Natalie is a wonderful per- 
former. She has a great voice, she’s quite a 
dancer... she’s very mysterious. 


They’re big in England right now. 


Yeah. The British press seems to be going for 
a lot of American bands now and praising them. 
| think it’s because there’s a certain honesty in 
American music right now that kind of gets cloth- 
ed and shielded in English music. It’s more in the 
line of posing, whereas in the U.S. it’s more about 
how you’re going to get to your next gig and do 
you have $25 to get a new tire for the van 
because it just blew up. There’s more of a day- 
to-day mentality involved, rather than working 
with an English company who knows what your 
video’s going to look like before the band even 
forms. 


I’ve noticed American musical influences tur- 
ning up in a lot of imported bands |ately. 
Australian bands for example are taking a lot 
of cues from the stateside guitar resurgence. 


Yeah. Our new album is very guitar-oriented. 
Talking Head Jerry Harrison, our producer on the 
new LP, plays some guitar and Brian (Ritchie) 
plays a lot of lead too. There’s quite a cast of 
characters on the new album. 


Peter Buck? 


(Disgusted) No, not Peter Buck. Not any of those 
REM people. You'll see why when it comes out. 
It'll be a surprise. 


Getting back to your second LP Hallowed 
Ground for a moment, | wanted to mention 
that when that record came out, it didn’t sell 
as well as the first one, and as a matter of fact, 
when the second album came out, sales of the 
first one increased. 


Exactly. It’s true. | think the obvious reason is that 
Hallowed Ground was kind of a strange record 
and if you were into the band via the first record 
you were probably thrown a curve with the se- 
cond. | think when people hear the new album, 
which goes in even more different directions, 
they’ll be able to appreciate the diversity of the 
band a bit more, rather than just kind of relying 
on us for the same kind of sound. | mean, another 
band can make an album and go through all the 
different press sources and Say, “This is 
something brand new for us. We've never tried 
anything like this,” but you play their albums back 
to back and they sound pretty much the same. 
There’s no really diverse change of style. We’re 
really into making things sound different from 
album to album. | think the second record is ac- 
tually beginning to sell more. With our touring 
schedule they way it’s been for the past half year 
we haven't really been out that much because 
we’ve been working so hard on the record. But 
when we went out about a month ago, mostly in 
the south and southwest, a lot of people were yell- 
ing for songs off the second album, whereas the 
reverse was true for the other shows we’d done 
up to that point. People used to yell for ‘‘Add It 
Up” and “Prove My Love” without fail. It’s kind 
of odd now to hear people hollering for ‘Jesus 
Walking on the Water.” 


That was down south, right? | always thought 
it was a very southern-sounding record; sor- 
ta swamp music in a way. 


Yeah. It gets pretty swampy. 
Are you religious? 


| believe that people are inherently good but that 
certain circumstances could lead one to the 
darker side where you would have to act out of 
spite or frustration. As far as being religious in 
a traditional sense, I’m not. | was raised a 
Catholic but | don’t goto church now. | do hold 
true some of the things that are taught in the Bi- 
ble. I’m not quite one with the faith like Gordon 
(Gano) who regularly reads the Bible. 


So that’s where ‘‘Jesus Walking on the 
Water’’ comes from? 


Well, it comes from Gordon’s undeniable faith 
and also the fact that we love gospel music, so 
| can reconcile myself to playing that song. | don’t 
think you necessarily have to be a Bible-beating 
fanatic to play religious music. | think you can ap- 
preciate it on a musical level, not just 
ideologically. 


Did you go to college? 


| went for two years but | got a job in a theatre 
company and | left to do that. | was studying 
music and theatre in college so | decided to go 
and actually do it rather than study it. 


So that’s where you started actually perform- 
ing for people on stage, exposing yourself to 
the public? 


Yup. Sure. Nude on stage. It was for a couple 
of experimental plays | was in a long time ago 
when | had a nice body. 


Sometimes The Replacements get naked on 
stage. 


| guess they’re drunk a lot too so that’s sort of 
their image? They get drunk and play old cover 
tunes and in that way they’re very cute and the 
critics’ darlings — am | correct? 


Well, | think they’re still the fans’ darlings too. 
They’re hardly only a ‘‘critic’s band.”’ | mean, 
they may get sloppy, drunk, and well... a bit 
casual sometimes, but most of their music is 
really heartfelt and emotional. Going to see 
The Replacements is like going to a party 
they’re at and getting blitzed with them. The 
barriers between audience and performer 
aren’t as rigid. But anyway... When | talked to 
Brian last year he said you’d all be taking 
breaks to work on original projects. 


Brian put together a little band called Elephant 
Lip and toured with them a bit. Gordon was play- 
ing in a band out of New York called The Mercy 
Seat which did a lot of gospel music in a very un- 
traditional fashion. | was doing some writing at 
home and also producing a couple of indepen- 
dent projects and also trying to get things 
together for a play I’m going to direct sometimes 
this winter. Brian and | live in Milwaukee, Gor- 
don in New York. 


What do you think of the Washington Wives 
and record rating? 


Well, | think the subject’s been given too much 
attention, but it reminds me of a funny story. We 
played in Illinois, in a suburb of Chicago, and 
WBBIM, the local CBS affiliate, sent out a TV crew 
to interview us because they’d heard this name, 
Violent Femmes, and they were thinking it was 
this drug-crazed sex suicide cult that was com- 
ing to deteriorate the minds of their young, So 
when the interviewer came in to do the story with 
us, he wanted to know where the band was. We 
said; ‘Well, it’s the three of us,”’ and he’s look- 
ing at us and we don’t look particularly weird or 
punk or anything and he was wondering at that 
moment why he was there. What was the big con- 
troversy? Well, it turned out, of course, to be over 
the name. So he went ahead and asked us, 
“Well, it’s been reported... now | haven't heard 
the song, but... apparently in one of your songs 
you say the ’F’ word.”’ What year is this? 


What does your name mean? 


Nothing really. It came about because Brian and 
| had formed a rhythm section together, playing 
with a number of people 

in Milwaukee, and he had come up with this 
name to use someday for a band. It was a play 
on the word “‘femme”’ which, in Milwaukee, is a 
kind of a sissy. ‘‘That guy’s a femme. He can’t 
catch the football. His mom’s tellin’ him to come 
in the house,” that kind of thing, and ‘‘violent’’ 
was the paradox. So to put the two together was 
kind of funny to us, and we liked the name 
because whether or not people liked it, they 
remembered it. 
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LAMBLOCKED 


A New Play by Barbara Harrington, Alan Arenius, Carolyn Sadeh and Susan Schell. 
Directed by Barbara Harrington. With Alan Arenius, Carolyn Sadeh and Susan Schell. 


Presented by Present Stage, March, 1985. 


Thomas, the Preacher protagonist in Lamblock- 
ed, is taking his show for Jesus on the road again, 
dragging with him his uncertain disciple Melin- 
da, and an antsy newspaper reporter named Cyn- 
thia. Jew-For-Jesus Melinda has not yet con- 
sented to be baptized, which disturbs Thomas 
deeply. The play consists of a series of vignet- 
tes building up to Thomas’s abortive attempt to 
administer that rite to her. Despite his name, 
Thomas is no doubter; Melinda is. And Cynthia 
doubts she’s going to get much of a story out it 
all. 


As Thomas, Alan Arenius conveys a character 
of complete but arbitrary sincerity. It is to him that 
the play’s title refers. He lives in a private order 
of things that he works feverishly to maintain, but 
which finally cannot allow anyone else’s intrusion 
— not even Melinda’s. Cynthia, attempting to 
draw the two of them out of their lamblocked 
semantics, discovers no thought of any kind in 
their Biblical jargon. In fact, they explicitly 
repudiate the intellect in favor of faith and “‘the 
heart.” 


Carolyn Sadeh creates a Melinda whose loving 
smile cracks with uncertainty even during the 
“shows’’. In a dream passage, she wears a clown 
suit and eats some leaves of a Bible; or she falls 
over to demonstrate the power of faith — faith 
that Thomas will catch her. It is a difficult role. 
Imagine portraying a character who is trying to 
talk herself into something. The challenge is as 
great for Susan Schell, whose Cynthia has the 
only external perspective on Thomas and Melin- 
da, but who cannot be wholly unsympathetic to 
them without turning the play into simple anti- 
evangelical diatribe. 


All three actors are so accomplished and com- 
pelling, so extraordinarily skilled at nuancing their 
roles, that it’s hard to know whether or not the 
play would have carried without their perfor- 
mances. But that’s a pointless speculation, since 
all three were co-authors, along with producer- 
director Barbara Harrington. Having the actors 


involved with the creation of their respective 


characters right from the scripting stage clearly 
has powerful advantages for a play, even though 
it may encourage a somewhat more episodic 
structure. 


The touchiness of religious satire is smoothed 
over by humor and a complete absence of ran- 
cor. Thomas is never spiteful or corrupt, however 
overbearing and narrow he may be. His motiva- 
tion is crystal clear. He claims to have divine 
guidance for his silly life, which consists of com- 
municating a message whose subtleties he can- 
not or will not consider. Melinda’s motivation is 
less clear. Is she in love with Thomas? Has she 
had a genuine conversion? Is she committed to 
Jesus, or is she just a lost soul in need of 
Thomas’s undoubting order? Cynthia’s frustra- 
tion with the two of them forces her to get involv- 
ed or go mad. She gets involved, but probably 
never gets her story. 


There is a lot of erotic tension among the three 
characters. Sometimes this comes right up on the 
surface, but most of the time it is apparently in- 
tended to act as sublimated energy. Having it and 
not having it at the same time causes ambiguities 
which are not always constructive. Cynthia 
sometimes appears to be coming on to Thomas, 
but this isn’t altogether consistent with her per- 
sonality. A bedroom scene with Melinda and 
Thomas is a funnier interaction of gullibility and 
asexuality. | think it would be helpful to sublimate 
the erotic tension a little less, both for the obvious 
humorous possibilities and for the counterpoint 
it would present to the premeditated “‘behavior’’ 
of the three. 


The closing line of the play is ‘‘We all want to be 
heard.’’ So we do, and each of us orchestrates 
our daily performance, our road show, as a way 
to be heard — even if we have nothing to say. 
With that last word, a backward glance over the 
play suggests that it isn’t really religious satire 
after all. It’s something more. During the attempt 
to baptize Melinda, Thomas has a Beethoven 
tape ready, and has painted a (fabulously stupid) 
picture for the occasion. Alas, Thomas’s fantasy 
doesn’t conform to Melinda’s, and a quarrel en- 
sues. Suddenly we see that religion is a metaphor 
here, a shorthand for whatever miniature rituals 
truncate our awareness and vitality. Lamblock- 
ed shows one way to be locked or blocked. How 
many others are there? Enough, | guess, to keep 
Present Stage busy 365 nights a year. Gold stars 
for everyone associated with this entertaining 
piece. 

David Lenson 
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ONCE A YEAR AND 


THAT'S DOWN THE CHIMNEY 


The Dadavision/No Theatre performance of Once 
A Year and That’s Down the Chimney was an im- 
portant and even ground-breaking occasion in 
that we were at last treated to glimpses of the 
private anatomies of various members of these 
celebrated repertory troupes. A fine French drag 
sequence opened this production. Male members 
dressed as Marie Antoinette and company, and 
females (Sheena See, Jane Karakula) dressed 
as French nobles ‘“‘losing their heads,”’ so to 


- speak. The piece climaxed with the cake- 


smeared ‘‘ladies” turning and walking toward the 
rear foyer, revealing that the backs of the frilly 
hoop-skirted costumes had been open all along, 
and the occupants, indeed, were stark naked. 
This was perhaps an historic moment in local 
theatre, in that it was the first public exposure of 
Marty Maceda’s bum, which actually was quite 
nice. Other members of the cast also had bums 
that were quite nice. 


But lest we take this important performance too 
lightly, there were other elements at work besides 
simply socio-satiric burlesque. 


The timely script itself proved to be a deft and 
cutting commentary on the national, indeed, 
world mind-psyche in those holiday times. One 
fact seems to have been usurped, (i.e. that there 
are more suicides in the Christmas season than 
at any other time) and brilliantly exaggerated in 
order to bring focus to this unusual dichotomy of 
Christmas/death. 


A scene early on in the play depicts a young girl 
(Jane Karakula, who also, | might add, has very 
nice legs indeed) who is sexually molested by a 
female elf and then is taken to see the Santa In- 
quisition, where she is raped on the lap of an 
oversize Santa after having asked him for a Cab- 
bage Patch Doll. Besides the obvious Freudian 
references, (childhood fears of Santa as father 
figure translating into fear of sex in turn 
translating into metaphorical ‘‘birth” of Cabbage 
Patch Doll), there was something more to this 
scene, i.e. the element of humor. The audience 


laughed, and even | grudgingly popped a chuckle 
or two. 


But the scene ended, as all great tragedies do, 
in death, making the point that a play is, 
necessarily, a microcosm of life. Santa is, indeed, 
a fake, and the costume falls apart to reveal the 
gifted comic actor Dana Gentes, who then literally 
and metaphorically destroys the myth of Santa 
for the young girl, culminating in his killing her 
and lasciviously molesting the female elf. This is 
a sad but all too necessarily scene. Alas, the end 
of childhood is ultimately the shattered death of 
dreams, represented all too poignantly here by 
the demise of what has been, so far, our only 
leading character. 


But in a stunningly brilliant segue, she is resur- 
rected in the next scene, as a dead character! 
| knew at this point that theatrical history was be- 
ing made! | began to detect an innovative neo- 
Shakespearian theme of costumes as mask of 
the persona (remember the first scene, men and 
women in drag, clothes being the mask of iden- 
tity; the second scene with the Santa costume 
hiding the jealous hatred of youth by an older 
generation that will never recapture it, and can 
only hope to destroy it, and now in the third 
scene, with the mask of death being the ultimate 
mask of acceptability for the young). 


Throughout this scene, Dana Gentes (whose bum 
we don’t see here) presents a credible imitation 
of Anthony Newly, and Marty Maceda’s shriek- 
ing high-pitched cockney accent was acceptable, 
although somewhat abusive to the ears, but 


~ Jane’s performance as the dead houseguest has 


to rank among the finest I’ve ever seen, (outside 
of the City; of course). ~~" 


There was much more to this epic, worthy pro- 

duction, but | wouldn’t want to spoil the surprise 

of Dana Gentes’ reprise of the manic, inimitable 

Bathrobe, or the unforgettable Ugly Bug Contest. 

Suffice it to say, if you weren’t there, shame on 
Ou. 

; Trevor L. Dunphy 


THE PROGRESS OF A FIRE 


“Western Massachusetts harbors a plethora of 
artists in its towns and cities.”” So goes the 
tourguide. But drive five miles too far in any direc- 
tion and no one’s heard of any of them. How 
come? Is it that the art of the Valley just doesn’t 
export? Or that artists who live here don’t care 
about promoting their work on the national 
scene? Two area-related Academy Award 
nominations last month only underline, rather 
than alleviate, the problem. Why is such recogni- 
tion so unusual? For whatever reason, the fact 
is that our bands never make it big in the charts, 
our writers don’t get raves in the New York Times, 
and even our academic critics are strangely cut 
off from the mainstream. To be sure, there are 
successful artists here. But they mostly made 
their reputations elsewhere — Joseph Brodsky, 
Adrienne Rich, Bill Cosby, Tracy Kidder, Leonel 
Gongora, Julius Lester, James Baldwin and so 
on are not Valley artists per se. Their subject mat- 
ter doesn’t come from here. 


Even indigenous artists don’t often write or im- 
age the Valley. It is as if they are using their art 
to escape the place. What is puzzling about this 
situation is that we are not that isolated, nor is 
this area devoid of inherent interest. One can only 
conclude that there is some sort of inferiority com- 
plex that comes with the turf. Perhaps they tacitly 
accept the big-city verdict about themselves: that 
they are finally provincial. 


We used to say that there is no real novel of 
Western Massachusetts — until Robert Abel’s 
The Progress of a Fire. Published by Simon and 
Schuster, a big-league New York publisher, it is 
none the less a Valley book down to the bones. 
Not that it is set entirely in the Valley; in fact, a 
lot of it happens in New York, Boston and Cape 
Cod. And neither of the two protagonists is a 
native, either. So, you ask, is the Valley once 
again merely a background — remember Taylor 
and Burton dancing in the Aqua Vita in Who’s 
Afraid of Virginia Woolf? Well, it’s not like that at 
all. In Abel’s novel, you could almost say that the 
~ Valley itself is the hero. 


The book has two separate narratives, and two 
protagonists. Plot one brings a Chinese-American 
painter in late middle age to a Montaguelike 
refuge from his complex personal and profes- 
sional life in New York City. Chong constructs 
himself an idyllic world on his toy farm, and tries 


to resume painting. Despite his racial alienation. 


from his new community, he quickly finds himself 
embroiled in their local wars, a series of 
escalating encounters between a motorcycle 
gang and the rest of the town. 


The second protagonist is a man in his thirties 
from the North Shore of Boston, a Vietnam 
veteran who like Chong is a purveyor of images 
— a photographer. After working for the Globe, 
taking crime photos not so different from the 
shots he took as a combat photographer, he mar- 
ries, becomes a father, and moves to the Cape. 
Giving up actual photography for darkroom work, 
he finds his main involvement not with job or wife 
or child, but with beer. Jim’s symmetry with 
Chong develops — each is haunted by the 
Orient, Chong by early memories of his father 
and of the Revolution, Jim by the images he saw 
through his lens in Nam. 


Abel takes his time joining these two narratives, 
and the way he does it is so unforced that it 
seems to happen by accident. The juncture 
comes in a town called Lake Ecstasy, which 
bears some resemblance to Lake Pleasant, 
(where Abel lives and serves as a volunteer 
fireman). In fact it’s an amalgam of rural Valley 
towns, with their tension between flats and hills, 
natives and outsiders, rural: virtues and rural 
idiocy. It’s not the hanging-plant quiche BMW 
world of NoHo, but the rea/ indigenous Valley. Its 
inhabitants are people with humor, tolerance and 
strong values. Many are there in reaction to 
something about the “‘outside’’ world that repels 


or herrifies them. The evil that springs up among . 


them is so much their own.shadow that only they 
understand it — and yet deny it too. As outsiders, 
Chong and Jim exert a catalytic force upon these 
ancient battles between good and evil. Jim’s 
combat training finds a positive use at last, and 
Chong’s love, so often set aside, finds an unlikely 
recipient. This is a version of Western 
Massachusetts so authentic that towndwellers 
and new arrivals may not even recognize it. It 
shows a way of life already in danger from exter- 
nal influence. Even the anarchic motorcycle 
gang, however contemptible, is understandable: 
they are in some sense defending their world by 


A New Novel by 


testing the limits of its freedom. Those who 
operate by conventional ideas of good and evil 
are disinclined to get involved. But they do. 


What happens when the big-time reviewing 
organs get their hands on a real Valley book? A 
prominently-placed review was run in the Times 
in January — a surprising page 12 in the Book 
Review, complete with picture of Abel and a box- 
ed excerpt from the novel. The verdict, natural- 
ly, was negative. The reviewer was one Michael 
Gorra, a professor in the English Department at 
Smith. Can’t you just read the minds of the Times 
editors? They skimmed the jacket notes, saw 
where the novel is set, scratched their heads and 
said: “‘Western Massachusetts? What’s out 
there, anyway? Oh, Smith College.”’ They farm- 
ed the review to the provinces on the assump- 
tion that a Smith faculty member would have 
some privileged knowledge about the novel’s 
setting. 


Gorra objects that Abel’s ‘“‘characters have ab- 
sorbed the attitudes of post-1960’s psychobab- 
ble.”” He is obviously unaware of the survival of 
60’s language and attitudes in the hill towns, and 
of the deadly fact that up there the Vietnam War 
has never quite ended. He complains that the 
book is too long, that its plot doesn’t move fast 
enough. But a fast city-paced thriller plot (what 
Gorra wants) would divorce the novel from its set- 
ting; worse yet, it would distort the characters 


sf: 


~ Robert Abe 


themselves. All their problems are chronic ones; 
the plot’s crisis is exciting in itself, but what 
makes it work is the way it brings old, seemingly 
hopeless conflicts to a head. Only with this sense 
of rural time can its violence develop. 


Abel is himself an outsider, but unlike many im- 
migrants to these parts he has immersed himself 
in small-town life rather than remaining in the safe 
confines of academia or downtown NoHo. No 
wonder his characters don’t mean much to the 
Times or to Smith College. The fire mentioned 
in his title burns throughout-the book. It builds 
to.a miniature apocalypse, to a trial by fire an- 
nealing the protagonists, and purifying them. It 
is a fire that must be fought with fire, violence 
requiring violence to meet and end it. Its premise 
is that in the dark corners of the world, far from 
the artifice of cities, real dramas are played for 
keeps. Read it and believe. 

David Lenson 


FORMAL IN THE TROPICAL ROOM 


In the dead of night in the dead of winter, The 
Playgroup inaugurated its Midnight Experiment 
Series with Formal in the Tropical Room, a work 
in progress scheduled for a less nocturnal pro- 
duction at Smith College in the spring. The pro- 
gram consisted of a series of dramatic vignettes 


' and musical divertimenti, all set in a Weimar- 


between-the-wars stage featuring tuxedos, cafe 
tables and a piano with a magnificent reflecting 
top. The performance included the debut of The 
B-Girls, a musical subset of The Playgroup con- 
sisting of vocalist Liz Foley, Laura Beer (whose 
violin did much to set the tone of the evening), 
and Terry Dame on keyboards. Foley, the picture 
of worldly poise, shrugged off a whooping p.a. 
system to deliver a precise and hilarious ‘“‘Lily 


Marlene,” a delicate ‘‘Night and Day” and a. 


tightrope-walk through ‘‘Summertime.” 


The music established a strong atmosphere for 
the monologues and dramatic pieces, most of 
which were written by Tanyss Rhea. They were 
mainly satirical in nature, pointedly wistful render- 
ings of human relationships — mother-daughter, 
husband-wife — which somehow never live up 
to their purported emotional content, but are 
poignantly funny in their failure to do so. In 
‘Placemats’, Rhea played a gratitude-hungry 
daughter to Liz Foley’s critical and unimpressed 
elderly mother. The dialogue remained rigorously 
trivial, grounded in the material objects which (as 
we see in this piece) are the chess-pieces of our 
emotional lives. Foley was also effective in 
Rhea’s ‘‘Psychic Lady” where a solitaire-playing 
woman engages in a monologue about disease, 
miracles and hope. 


Rhea’s writing throughout the evening displayed 
an ability to present the materialistic and super- 
ficial world of the middle class and satirize it not 


only without bitterness, but with the kind of sym- 
pathy one reserves for a lost cause. Ceil (played 
by Rhea herself) in ‘‘Anniversary’’ goes on and 
on about the fact that nothing is perfect, not her 
marriage, nor any of the 39 anniversaries that 
have marked it. She closes poignantly with a 
phrase something like, ‘‘If | could have one 
perfect day... then everything would be perfect.”’ 
Rhea’s acting has just the right demeanor to 
bring off these middle-class characters with gent- 
ly murderous fidelity. 


Katy Hogan has been mentioned in these pages 
for many memorable appearances at Comedy 
Crunch, where her constant originality and risk- 
taking have marked her as one of the area’s best 
standup performers. She also got raves for her 
part in Furniture Boy last fall. In Formal in the 
Tropical Room, Hogan excelled in ‘‘Depression’’, 
a two-part skit by Rhea where she played a 
‘‘lady’s companion” to an alcoholic old woman, 
whom she criticizes for drinking even as she 
herself is shaking from anti-depressant pills. 
Hogan, with her elastic face and Protean body, 
portrayed the aged husband in ‘‘Anniversary” 
perfectly — right down to the stiff-thighed walk 
of an old man. In “Chicken”, written by Hogan 
herself, she again demonstrated her love of 
danger with a monologue on Lesbian anti- 
pornography crusaders, whom her character ac- 
cuses of forgetting the human content of prostitu- 
tion, and of prosecuting a class war against the 
poor. This piece brought a mixture of cheers and 
hisses — as Hogan must have known it would. 
It was an overwhelmingly complex and powerful 
monologue, giving further evidence of her amaz- 
ing courage and presence. - 


See this at Smith, whenever it happens. 
David Lenson 
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FRENCH 
TOAST 
LUNACY 


99 
CENTS 


WITH BACON. 
HAM 
OR SAUSAGE 


ONLY 


Periodicals From 
Around The World 


Come in and browse through 
our NEW children’s section. 


os, 10% OFF 
All Books 
With this ad 


38 Pleasant St., 
Northampton 
584-0374 - 586-5838 


M-S to 9, Sun. 10-5 


OLIARD BOOKSHOP irs 


Specializing in the Humanities & Social Sciences 


',..the kind of books that wound... 
27 N. PLEASANT ST. AMHERST MA 


Mon. - Fri. 6 am - 3 pm 
Sat. 6 am - 4 pm 
Sunday 7 am - 4pm 


THE COSMIC UNDERDOG py stetta spamportoy 


ARIES: After the beginning of the two fishes, you 
will be submerged in a dead lake without your ; 
snorkel. The Creature from the Back Lagoon 
mounts the Harkonnen on Dune and awaits in 
your cioset to sit on your shoe horn. Hairball 
secretions may cause your pineal gland to act up, 
SO seek treatment from Harry, the Ganymedian 
Slime Mold. Stay away from beef jerky and the 
monkey bars; you’ll not be cool giving mustache 
rides to little kids in the park... You’re on the 
devil’s payroll until the tide turns on April 19th 
when a quagmire gets smitten by your favorite 
porpoise charmer... 

NO COLOR FOR YOU THIS MONTH 


TAURUS: Today is a day you could make the 
Boogie Man cry. Walk the Streets, receive Ex- 
treme Unction and pray to Houdini that Herb 
never bites into a whopper. Sliding down 
banisters for a cheap thrill could turn the seat of 
your pants into road pizza on the outskirts of 
helltown. Aliens from Betelgeuse are hiding 
behind your couch waiting to fire a heat-seeking 
missile in your direction. Watch out for moose & 
Squirrel imitations, hot bundles of estrogen & that 
friend with a room temperature |.Q. Avoid pink 
torpedos and stay outta Railroad Salvage... 
Your Color: HOME BOY BURGUNDY 


GEMINI: Kanchenjunga semi-sextiles a Venusian 
Wubfuzz this week and you may be faced with 
mailman fantasies in your neighborhood. Stuff 
envelopes for his ’bag’ and wait by the door with 
warm milk & twinkies. Avoid cooking this month; 
- an open raw wire exposed to your endorphins 
may coagulate with the North Star and cause 
‘your panuche to explode. On the first,.a Subd- 
warf named Dopey mounts the Emo Phillips 
Nebula & you could contract anthrax through 
your cable box connection or Hamburger Lady. 
You may have to astro-speak with a body-double 
to fix underwear sizes to prevent future giant 
negative space wedgies... 
Your Color: EXSTACY EMULSION 


CANCER: Dr. Bloodmoney is after you this month 
for not paying your income taxes. More problems 
arise in that fat stomach after pigging out on 
beaver on Ground Hog’s Day... Join the Elk’s 
Order of Snake Handlers to impress a lover. Mr. 
Goodwrench says keep that rubber burning & 
seatbelt fastened to avoid chin-ups on the dash. 
Seek the advice of Phil Rizzuto of the money deli 
for better cash value on your casserole of 
Gremlins. After the Ides of March get through 
with you, you can consult Kilgore Trout & end up 
doin’ the thorozine shuffle with that worm-bait, 
fly & tackle box on the meathook of life. Stay outta 
the laundry matt on Masonic Street... 

Your Color: GRILLPARZER GRUEL 


CARTOON ART 
worksho 


The Guild has offered workshops in 
the art of cartooning since 1979. All 
ages are welcome, and participants 
have ranged from seven to 66-years- 
old, 

We try our hands at the gag, strip, 
and story formats. To help us organ- 
ize our ideas in story form, we devel- 
op characters and scripts. We learn 
the rules of cartoon storytelling, as 
well as, history, tools and techniques, 
and some tips on marketing. 

The workshop meets once a week 
for six weeks in the evening at the 
Graphics Guild, Inc., 490 Main Street, 
Northampton, MA. Cost: $75.00. 


For more information contact: 


Qa GR APHICS 490 Main Street 
OGUILD INC. 413-586-8543 
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Northampton, MA 01060 


LEO: Now that Pluto is conjuncting Gumby in 
your second house, expect a Pokey attitude from 
any Goofey cartoon characters concerning 
Stickum or water sports. Try a transformer to 
escape from reality into the Twilight Zone. Ignore 
doodley squat & the quibble heap in your apart- 
ment; wait a month and Sweep the whole thing 
out the door. Spend the rest of the month at 
Bart’s. Avoid natives & trips to Mosquito Coast. 
Subject yourself to teddy-bear-torture using 
chains & doggie collars with the B&D buddie of 
your choice. Marinate your G-Spot and keep 
those arms & legs outta the batter... 

Your Color: PELLICLE PINK 


VIRGO: The Scanners will be on. your trail this 
month looking for ways to weed out your wallet. 
Stuff your money in a toilet Paper roll, they never 
look there. Romance finds you in the basement 
of the Holyoke Mall, munching lug nuts & 
chocolate jimmies. Keep your Long Jons tied to 
the bedpost; he saves his horsey harnesses & 
homages to Helmut Newton as training ground 
for Sainthood. The Leibnizian Gonad predicts lus- 
ty phone sex affairs with an Old Nobodaddy in 
pink pajamas, Causing an ingrown hair in the lip 
area. Take the next right turn to appease that re- 
cent future ‘pickle’ disorder... Avoid Stanley 
Kowalski look alikes & primordial swamp odors... 
Your Color: PHLEGMON FUCHIA 


LIBRA: With the onset of Spring, Paracelsus 
mounts your Anima rising, and throws dirt balls 
into your seventh house. Mud Flaps & rubber 
souls on shoes could cause slivers in the floor 
boards of Orion. Get an electric broom & hoard 
them into atomic piles... A Marsupial contra- 
parallel to a Lecherous Prude from down under 
makes no time for the ’old in-out,’ settle for 
reading the meter instead. Squam & trouser trout 
manipulation should be put off until April Fool’s 
Day. Avoid Flesh Tuxedos, oyster beds & Clams 
Carisi. Crunch out, attend Cornicopia... 

Your Color: YEOMAN YELLOW 


SCORPIO: This month Gozar and the key master 
conjuncting a tripple-ripple Doppelganger from 
the Rick Moranis Meteorite causes your angular 
cookie cluster to stick to the roof of your mouth. 
Watching Off-Spring fashions may cause a liver- 
lipped condition that may require the use of a 
druel cup. Mirror sunglasses should be worn to 
avoid this. Stock up on Koromex II and have your 
valves checked; call Roto Rooter. A new fan belt 
could hide that winter fat and add a new dimen- 
sion in the abdominal extremity. Stay away from 
barbie-Q’d ribbs, pork loin & devil dogs... 
Your Color: PRO RE NATA PUCE 


SAGITTARIUS: The Monkey Chicken Sper- 
matazoa Star swims upstream & mounts the Son 
of C.H.U.D. in coming weeks, and your on-the- 
job performance could prove hazardous to your 
health. Deep breathing exorcises & keeping 
callers on hold could prevent Spontaneous com- 
bustion at this time. Increase your number of cof- 
fee breaks & trips to the bathroom... Invest in 
Porcelana Fade Cream for those Black Holes on 
the T-Zone-Bone on Ramulac. For romantic ad- 
vice, consult Veldar & Buck Henry; they’ll sug- 
gest extra-terrestrial neuro-nerdonic notions that 
may keep IT where it belongs. Have that ingrown 
toenail serviced, avoid oxymorons, and test your 
vision under water. Don’t get your chocolate on 
anybody else’s peanutbutter... 

Your Color: HERMAN PARKER HAZEL 


CAPRICORN: Snake men from Dino-World infest 
your REM Cycle; counting sheep in black garters 
may not remedy this situation. You may need a 
brighter nite lite. Try digesting pellitized spiralina 
before bedtime. Keep a can of Crisco behind the 
pillow; any forced entries can easily be slimed 
by this bubonic practice. The Golden Dawn con- 
juncts Sasquatch by the 10th and you should 
recover from your Boophilus infestation. Avoid 
turkey tellivision & Betszu-Betszu Girls. Get a Pap 
Smear... < 
Your Color: MICROWAVE MAUVE 


AQUARIUS: Now that you may be a year older, 
it’s time to organize your electromagnetic 
faculties. Change the rubber sheets on your bed 
& batteries in your dust-buster. New romance is . 
around every corner, try spending a weekend at 


_ the Roach Motel but be sure that scuba equip- 


ment is tested before any muff diving is ad- 
ministered. Draw a bath, don’t throw a waffle iron 
or any curved balls into the tub. Avoid chewable 
Soaps & ring dings. Keep gums & molars away 
from grounded patch Kord outlets. Get a ’save 
the whale’ emblem, flannel shirt, and plug up a 
dyke during lunch. Read all vegetable matter... 
Your Color: DEVILED HAM SPREAD 


PISCES: Jupiter is in your sign now, so it’s a good 
time to take that Fantastic Voyage on the Good 
Ship Lollipop. Keep up the communication with 
Morbius & the Krell, they may be entering your 
Pterygoid Canal Causing a disasteroid for your 
inferior nasal concha. Romance is perfect at this 
time, however beware of squid, sand sharks & 
razor backs even though you may like their hair. 
Invest in a waterproof, weightless money belt for 
those anti-gravitational shopping sprees in 
Chona. Avoid radio announcers who may want 
to whip, spank you or make you write bad checks. 
Clean the boog nibs off the tip of your ice berg... 
Your Color: NAUGAHIDE NECTAR 
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The Finest Selection of 
Vintage Clothes, 
‘Antique Jewelry, 

Furs, Laces, Linens 
and Objects of Art 
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CATHRYN GRIFFIN AND 
SHERON RUPP: RECENT 
PHOTOGRAPHS: ZONE, 395 
Dwight St., Springfield, hosts 
this show of Griffin’s ‘“‘black & 
white images of swimmers and 
sunbathers’’ and Rupp’s color 
photos of working-class families 
in Ohio and Western Mass. 
Through April 12. 
MARK BROWN: RECENT 
WORK: This exhibition, which 
created a sensation at STCC in 
Springfield during February, 
has been reincarnated at The 
Fauve Gallery on Main Street in 
Amherst through April 4. 
~ Brown’s work has been an in- 
tegral part of the ‘‘look’’ of OH 
NO! NOHO!, and we think y’all 
should check it out on walls in- 
stead of newsprint. 


LIVE LITERATURE: The Live 
Literature series has announc- 
ed its spring schedule or poetry 
and fiction readings. All events 
take place in the Burnett 
Gallery of The Jones Library in 
Amherst at 7:30 pm, and are 


M , open to the public free of 
charge. 


OT ERG AND cee | Tuesday, April 1: David Lenson 

FROM CASUAL TO, FORMAL ) . and Michael Pettit 

Ae Ea Tuesday, April 15: John Clayton 
and Fred Robinson 

) ) Tuesday, April 29: Rita Gabis 

Back 7 and David Henry 


: AUDITIONS for No Theatre 
the 


: Bide: Production of the apocalyptic 
af : Woyceck. April 2nd: Noon-4 
Ww fs and 8-10 pm, upstairs at 
| all Thorne’s. : 
Picture Framing Picasa MY FELLOW AMERICANS A 
56 Main Street > ie live theatre event, Pulaski Park, 
Northampton, Mass. . Sunday April 13, 1:00. Written 
by Lee Markosian, with Alan 


Cynthia Keating 
Arenius, Dana Gentes, Jim Hef- 


586-9200 fon, Laura Kolb, Marty Maced 
. 3 : ? ; ; aceda, 
Closed Mondays Rachael Wineberg and Tricia 
Zembruski. | 
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